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Out on the Road: Misunderstandings can happen even when 
no words are exchanged. That doesn’t mean it has to be the 
end. 


It’s taken over a week for Terence Williams to heal from 
defending his friends against an alpha lion shifter. Although 
he'd lost the fight, badly, Terence was saved by his mate. 
Unfortunately, Terence’s mate didn’t stick around to enjoy 
the victory, and Terence wants to know why. While Terence 
heals, his friends are out searching for the mysterious black 
lion shifter who’d saved him. 


When they find him, it doesn’t take long for the male to 
exert dominance and claim Terence. He discovers a problem 
pretty quickly. Perrin has never been part of the human 
world. He’d lived his entire life as a scientific lab rat until 
escaping eight months before. Living on the run, Perrin 
stays mostly as a lion, roaming from place to place. He 
doesn’t know anything about shifters or mates. Just when 
Terence manages to convince Perrin to come live and build a 
relationship with him under Kontra’s protection, the local 
lion pride beta, Patrick, arrives. He claims Perrin is now the 
lion pride’s alpha since he’d killed the old one while saving 
Terence. 


Can Terence help Perrin adapt? Or will Perrin return to the 
simpler life of a wild lion? 
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Kontra’s Menagerie: Book Seven 


By 


Charlie Richards 


To memories-good or bad, sometimes they’re all we have 
left. Treasure them. 


Chapter One 


errin prowled through the woods. At the P sound of rustling 
leaves ahead, he paused and crouched low. His gaze roved 
over the forest ahead and he inhaled slowly, taking in the 
scents of loamy earth, morning dew, and— Ah, there it is— 
animal musk . There was a deer to his left, maybe twenty 
paces away. 


After testing the wind, Perrin changed course so he 
remained downwind of the animal. He slipped between two 
trees, carefully placing each paw to avoid crunching any 
fallen leaves or snapping a twig. Within minutes, he spotted 
the deer he’d scented. 


He paused, waiting, watching. After a moment, Perrin 
resumed his stealthy creep forward. Perrin waited again, 
ever so patient, as the deer slowly grazed toward him. 


His muscles tensed. 
Just two steps more, please. 


The deer moved. Perrin leaped. He stretched his front legs 
out, reaching. He landed on the 1 
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animal’s shoulders and sank his claws in deep, extending 
them through the thick fur and into the animal’s muscle. 
Perrin wrapped his large, powerful jaws around the animal’s 
neck, latching on as they both crashed to the ground ina 
tangle of thrashing limbs. 


The deer tried to twist from his grasp, but he held fast. Next 
it attempted to strike him with its back legs, but Perrin 
twisted his body and jerked his head. Perrin heard the 
telltale crack of its neck bones snapping and the deer lay 
still. He waited a few seconds, making certain his prey was 
truly dead, then released his hold. 


Sniffing the animal, Perrin nosed the legs apart then tore 
into the soft belly. Blood oozed around his jaws as he gulped 
down the soft intestines. 


He’d just torn into the animal’s haunch when his instincts 
went on alert. 


Lifting his head from where he crouched over his kill, Perrin 
Slowly surveyed the area. The noise that had caught his 
attention came again, the crack of a twig under the booted 
foot of a hiker. He listened, waiting, tracking the direction of 
the movement. 


Frustration flooded Perrin when he realized the hikers were 
headed in his direction. He tried to remember where the 
closest hiking trails were in this stretch of the forest, but 
didn’t think any came close to the area. 
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The crunch of footsteps paused. Perrin tensed. 


Silence descended over the forest. A few moments later, the 
chirps of birds and the clicks of crickets resumed. The sound 
of voices carried over the morning breeze. 


“Come on, Payson,” a deep, gravelly voice sounded. “That’s 
enough for now.” 


“But—” said another man, a low tenor. 


“Now,” commanded the first voice, cutting off whatever the 
guy would have said. 


“Yes, boss,” replied the second man in obvious deference. 


Footsteps began again, this time heading in the opposite 
direction, back the way they’d come. 


Perrin waited until he couldn’t hear them anymore, then 
crept in the direction they’d been standing, all the while 
scenting the wind. 


Perrin saw faint sign of where two men had stood. He sniffed 
the area. A low growl escaped him as recognition hit. The 
two men were shifters. 


They were shifters who'd been with the lion he'd saved. The 
lion who'd rejected him for a spider. 


A wave of pain tore through him at the memory, the 
intensity of the feeling surprising him even after more than 
a week had passed. He’d been out hunting when he’d 


caught a whiff of the lion shifter’s scent. He’d been shocked 
at how his dick had stiffened and slipped from its sheath. 


He’d wanted to track the shifter down and bury 3 
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his suddenly aching cock in the shifter. Perrin had wanted to 
fuck him into submission, show him who was alpha. 


He’d never had sex before and the intensity of the craving 
had caused him to seek out the shifter. 


When he'd seen a larger lion attacking the nice smelling 
shifter, Perrin had saved him, killing the attacking animal in 
the process. 


Instead of letting Perrin save him from the others 
Surrounding him, too, the injured shifter had gotten between 
Perrin and the others. 


He didn’t understand it. Perrin’s only experience with 
humans had been the scientists who’d held him against his 
will. He couldn’t remember a time before that, before the 
needles, the chains, the toxins forced into his blood. But 
he’d shown them. He’d remained docile for months, maybe 
even years, letting them think they’d broken his spirit, but 
Perrin had just been biding his time. 


The second one of the scientists had slipped up on the 
sedatives he was constantly given, the dosage had been 
only about half of what it should have been, Perrin had 
broken through the locked door and escaped. He’d killed 
three scientists and five guards along the way. It was ironic. 


The scientists had given him so many chemicals over the 
years, that whatever standard tranquilizer was in the 
guard’s guns hadn’t even slowed him 4 
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down. That didn’t stop Perrin from getting pissed off at the 
pinprick of the darts. He’d rather die than go back there. 


After Perrin had saved the awesome smelling lion shifter, 
he’d been prepared to kill every other person there, 
because Perrin couldn’t imagine a shifter working with 
humans of his own free will, and there had been a couple of 
them in that clearing. The lion had to have been coerced 
into attacking another shifter. Perrin didn’t care about 
anyone else, only the pretty lion. 


The pretty lion that smelled so nice. 
At that thought, his cock started to fill. 


Growling, he shut down those thoughts and headed back to 
his deer. Picking up the animal in his massive jaws, Perrin 
headed away from the area. 


Terence paced the living room. “I should be out there 
searching,” he snarled. 


“You were practically torn apart by that alpha, Terence. You 
had a broken arm, broken ribs, a dislocated hip, and more 
punctures and holes than Swiss cheese,” Haben reminded 
him. “A week and a half is hardly enough time to heal, even 
for a shifter, and traipsing around the countryside won't do 
you any favors. Once you’re well, you 5 
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can join the search. Until then, sit down,” Haben ordered. 


Glaring at his friend, Terence plopped onto the sofa, a 
twinge working through his hip at the impact. He hated that 
the spider shifter was right. 


He wanted to be out with Kontra and Payson, combing the 
woods, searching for his mate. 


When Terence found him, and he would find him, he wanted 
to tie the man up until he explained himself, including why 
the hell he’d run. Terence and his friends had been fighting 
a number of shifters from the local lion pride when the black 
lion had intervened and killed the lion alpha, saving 
Terence’s life. When Terence had stopped the black shifter 
from attacking Haben, too, Terence’s mate had run off. 
Terence wanted to know why. 


Then he wanted to lick every inch of the spectacular 
shifter's body, and Terence just knew the black lion would be 
stunning as a man. With a coal black lion as his animal, 
there was no way the guy couldn't be. 


Okay, so even if he wasn’t all that, Terence would still want 
to lick every inch of his body. 


Terence could certainly admit that to himself. The strange 
shifter was his mate. The guy’s scent alone was enough to 
drive him nuts. 


Hearing the front door open, Terence leaped back to his 
feet. Kontra and Payson trooped into 6 
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the house. “Well?” Terence asked impatiently. 


“We're close,” Kontra stated. “Once you’re well enough, 
we'll take you out there.” 


“I’m well enough now,” Terence snapped. 


Kontra’s dark eyes narrowed. Before Terence could react, 
the big bear shifter stepped forward, grabbed his shoulder 
in one huge paw and his jaw with the other. Kontra stared, 
unblinking, deep into his eyes for several seconds, not 
allowing Terence to move. 


Finally, Kontra’s grip eased. “Two days, Terence. Give your 
body two more days to heal. 


Even a shifter can’t heal broken limbs and broken ribs 
overnight.” 


Terence knew nothing he could say would make his alpha 
change his mind. “I’m afraid Patrick will find him first,” he 
admitted, referring to the nearby lion pride’s beta. He didn’t 
know what the shifter would do if he found the black lion 
first, and really didn’t want to know. 


“He won't,” Kontra assured, releasing him. The big man took 
the cup of coffee Haben offered him and enjoyed a sip. After 
grunting his appreciation, he nodded toward Payson, who 
was raiding the cookie jar. “Payson has spread so many 
false trails, they'll be chasing their tails for weeks.” 


Hearing his name, Payson turned to them and held up three 
double stuffed Oreos. “Cookie?” he asked. 
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Terence chuckled. “No, I’m good,” he said. The hyena shifter 
had an odd personality, a bit eccentric really, but he knew 
the shifter would always have the back of their pack-mates. 
He wondered about the woman Payson mentioned he'd felt 
certain was his mate, but who his hyena had rejected. 
Terence hadn’t even known his buddy was bisexual. Terence 
certainly had no desire to fool around with a woman and 
was very pleased his mate was a male. 


A thought occurred to Terence. Although it hadn’t seemed 
like the black lion shifter had a problem with Terence being a 
male while saving him, what if the guy had run because he 
didn’t want to be gay? 
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Chapter Two 


erence followed Payson through the trees. He T couldn’t 
believe he hadn’t been able to convince Kontra that he was 
fine earlier. Whatever the big bear had read in his eyes must 
have been serious. 


Finally, Payson paused and cocked his head. 


Terence stopped behind him, but before he could open his 
mouth and ask why they’d stopped, a faint scent hit him, a 
scent that had haunted his dreams for the last ten days. 


“Mate,” he whispered. 


Terence shoved past Payson and jogged forward. His cat 
snarled in the back of his mind, wanting out so they could 
track down their mate. 


He refused to shift, resolute to actually talk to his mate. 


“Shouldn’t we go with him, boss?” Payson asked from 
behind him. 


“We'll follow, but at a discreet distance,” 


Kontra replied. “I think Terence needs a few 9 


Charlie Richards 


minutes alone with his mate first.” 


“What if he hurts him? That was a big fucking cat,” Payson 
said. 


“Payson.” Kontra drew the word out, scolding lightly with his 
tone, and Terence could imagine their alpha’s incredulous 
expression. The idea of the lion attacking Terence was 
ludicrous, especially after the way he’d saved him from the 
big cat alpha. 


Terence reached a stream that must have been a tributary 
feeding the larger river east of there. For several tense 
seconds, he thought he’d lost the trail, but then he picked it 
up again twenty feet upstream on the other side. Another 
ten minutes of hiking found Terence peering through a stand 
of cottonwood trees at a small cave, the opening just large 
enough for the large cat to squeeze through. 


Trusting in the mate-pull he knew they both felt, Terence 
entered the clearing. He hadn’t even made it three steps 
when, from the mouth of the cave, prowled his mate. The 
morning sun gleamed off of sleek, black fur, making the 
male lion look almost blue in the afternoon light. 


“Hello, handsome,” Terence whispered. 


The huge cat stopped and stared for several seconds, then 
rumbled softly. 


Terence took that as a good sign and moved forward again. 
“Me and my friends have been 10 
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looking for you. Why did you run after the fight? | know you 
feel the same attraction | do. You must realize I’m your 
mate. We’re made for each other.” 


Through all his words, the cat shifter just watched him move 
steadily closer, until finally Terence stood directly in front of 
him. 


“Come on, handsome,” Terence pleaded. 


“Won't you shift for me? We have so much to discuss. | want 
to learn everything about you. 


Where did you come from? Why don’t you have a pride?” He 
licked his lips and reached out, tentatively sifting his fingers 
through the lion’s mane, finding the thick strands silky and 
pleasant to the touch. “Most of all, | want to know what you 
look like as a man, so | can kiss your lips and lick every inch 
of your body,” he finally finished in a throaty whisper. 


He felt the telltale shiver of a shift tingle up his fingertips, 
then seconds later, a massive African American peered 
down at him. Considering Terence stood six foot three that 
was saying something and put the guy at about six foot five. 


The hair threaded through Terence’s fingers appeared 
scraggly, falling around his shoulders wildly, but the strands 
felt just as soft as the shifter’s mane had. The man’s dark 
brown eyes held such intensity, that Terence had to fight 
back a shiver at his mate’s scrutiny. 


Suddenly, his mate’s large black hands latched 11 
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onto his upper arms. The shifter ducked his head, buried his 
face in the crook of Terence’s neck and inhaled. A low growl 
rumbled through the guy’s chest. Terence slid his palms 
down to his mate’s pecks, which were firm and warm, 
feeling the sound vibrate the skin beneath his fingers. 
Terence couldn’t resist moving his thumbs the little bit 
needed to flick them over the black pebbled nipples. 


The growl turned into a snarl, and suddenly, Terence found 
himself swung off his feet and his back pressed into the soft 
grass. His mate’s considerable weight pressed him into the 
earth. A huge, steel-hard erection pressed against his own 
through the thick fabric of his jeans. 


“Mine,” the man snarled before sinking his teeth into 
Terence’s shoulder. 


Terence heard the rip of fabric right before sharp canines 
sank into the flesh of his shoulder. 


“Holy shit!” he screamed as pain and pleasure swamped 
him. His dick, which had been hard ever since he'd started 
tracking his mate, throbbed in his jeans. Terence roared in 
bliss as cum exploded from him and filled the crotch of his 
jeans. 


Dazed, endorphins pinging through his system, it took 
Terence several seconds to realize his mate was trying to 
pull off his jeans. Understanding the man’s need to claim 
him, because he felt the same 12 
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pull, Terence quickly shucked his shirt, then batted his soon- 
to-be lover’s uncoordinated hands away and opened his 
jeans himself. 


It didn’t take long for his mate to peel the jeans from his 
body and toss them aside. Terence found himself flipped to 
his stomach, which rubbed pleasantly against his 
Surprisingly still-hard shaft. 


When his mate covered him and he felt the massive rod 
glide along his butt crack, Terence froze. 


“Hell, no,” he shouted. “Stop!” 


To Terence’s surprise, the man actually whimpered, but he 
did as Terence commanded and released him. 


Looking over his shoulder, he spotted the man’s crest-fallen, 
pained expression. “Hey,” he murmured. “We're not 
stopping,” he assured. 


“We just need lube. You’re way too big to take dry, 
handsome.” 


“Dry?” his lover asked uncertainly. 


Terence watched as his mate’s brows drew down into a 
clearly confused expression. The man truly looked like he 
had no clue what Terence meant. Had the man only been 
with women? 


Terence knew a considerate lover prepped a woman, but at 
least their bodies made natural lubricant. 


“Yeah. Don’t get me wrong, | want your sexy prick up my 
ass,” he assured the man, seeing his 13 
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uncertainty, “but if you just shove it in, you could seriously 
injure me.” 


“l-I don’t want to hurt you,” the man whispered. 


Terence really hadn’t doubted that, but it was nice to hear, 
just the same. “My jeans,” Terence said. “Hand me my 
jeans,” he said, indicating the discarded clothing. 


To his relief, his mate obeyed, easing off him and handing 
him the denims. 


“What's your name?” Terence asked, keeping an eye on the 
sexy man as he pulled a small, single-use packet of lube 
from one pocket. 


“Perrin,” the guy replied absently, watching his movements. 
“What's that?” 


“I’m Terence Williams, by the way,” he told Perrin, though 
his mate hadn’t asked. He held up the pouch. “This is lube. 
You use it to stretch out and slick up my chute, so your prick 
will slide right in.” 


Perrin looked confused. Not wanting his obviously 
inexperienced mate to feel, well, inexperienced, Terence 
winked and whispered throatily. “Let me show you.” 


Without waiting for a response, Terence dribbled a good 
amount of the lube onto his fingers. He turned and rested 


one hand on the ground so he appeared to be on all fours 
with his ass toward his mate, and inserted one finger into 14 
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his rectum. 


Although Terence did like to receive as well as pitch, it had 
been awhile since he’d bottomed. His ass muscles resisted, 
and he had to slide his finger in and out a couple of times 
before he could fit a second finger in beside the first. Once 
the second digit was seated comfortably, he crooked his 
fingers and searched out his prostate. 


Pleasurable fire shot through his body when he found his 
magic button. “Ugh,” he grunted, his body jerking. 


“What?” Perrin sounded concerned, although his eyes were 
riveted to where Terence’s fingers disappeared into his ass. 


Terence grinned. “Feels good.” 
“It does?” 


Finally, Perrin’s dark eyes rose to Terence’s face. He 
honestly looked...interested. 


Terence winked. “l'Il show you some time, handsome.” 
Perrin’s brows scrunched, so before the sexy man could 
deny that statement, Terence continued. “But first, | need 
your fat cock in my ass, sliding in and out of me, stretching 
me wide open. | need to feel your teeth in my neck and my 
mate claiming me, again,” he stated bluntly. 


Perrin growled, obviously excited by Terence’s words if the 
way his fist pumped once along his thick shaft was any 
indicator. Terence had to swallow hard and fight his urge to 
suck the thick 15 
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length and learn what made his sexy mate roar. 


Panting, Terence handed the almost empty packet of 
lubricant to Perrin. 


“Here,” he panted, wiggling the plastic pouch. 


“Put the rest on your cock, then fuck me.” Gods above, 
Terence could hardly wait to feel Perrin’s dark, thick shaft 
spear him. 


Perrin took him at his word. He grabbed the pouch, emptied 
it on his dick, and rubbed it in with a couple of quick swipes. 
Done, he yanked Terence’s hand from his ass, shoved 
Terence’s face to the grass with a big palm on the nape of 
his neck, lined up his dick with Terence’s hole with his other 
hand, and shoved in to the hilt. 


It burned. Holy fucking hell, it burned. But Terence had 
never felt anything better than being man-handled by his 
mate, and he roared his pleasure to the trees, grass, and 
rocks at having Perrin fill him for the first time. 
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Chapter Three 


errin panted hard, his forehead resting P against the back of 
Terence’s neck. Never had he felt anything, even imagined 
anything that felt as good as having his penis buried deep 
inside this shifter. Perrin never wanted to leave, but at the 
same time, his body urged him to move, thrust, rut inside 
this male. 


“Move, damn it,” his lover snarled. 


Perrin was only too happy to comply. He stared down at 
where his phallus was buried inside the hot, slick channel of 
his lover and watched as he slowly pulled his dick almost all 
the way out. 


Stopping, so just the mushroom head of his dick was still 
inside Terence, bumping and stretching the guardian 
muscle, he gave a couple of short, slow ruts just to see how 
the other man’s wrinkled ring looked stretching around him. 
Perrin practically drooled at the sight of his shaft 
disappearing in the body of the other man. It looked almost 
as good as it felt. 
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Giving in to his desires, Perrin thrust his hips, shoving his 
cock all the way into the other man. 


His balls slapped against Terence’s ass, sending delicious 
tingles through his body and up his spine. He growled his 
pleasure as he instinctively pulled out again and thrust back 
in, repeatedly burying his penis in Terence’s body. 


His balls pulled tight almost instantly, and he let out a whine 
as he struggled to keep his orgasm at bay. He’d fisted his 
dick more times than he could count over the last few years, 
but his own hand had never felt like this. This was exquisite 
pleasure bordering on torture as he tried to keep from 
releasing his seed. He never wanted these feelings to end. 


Knowing Terence enjoyed it as much he did was just icing on 
the cake. Terence didn’t hide his pleasure, either. He lifted 
his ass high in the air, his back arching, and rocked back 
against Perrin, meeting him thrust for thrust. 


Perrin knew he was seconds away from coming. Leaning 
forward, he didn’t understand what instincts told him to 
again wrap his jaws around Terence’s shoulder, but 
something made him want to drink the shifter’s blood once 
more. 


The taste was beyond belief, sure, but it was more than 
that. 


Unable to deny his need, Perrin snapped his head forward 
and sank his elongated canines into 18 
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Terence’s shoulder. Warm, wet, metallic tasting blood flowed 
across his palate. Perrin moaned at the exquisite taste. 


Terence roared beneath him, his body jerking. 


The shifter’s chute clenched tight around Perrin’s dick and 
milked his orgasm from him. Perrin slipped his teeth from 
Terence’s shoulder, careful not to rip or tear, then threw his 
head back and roared. His cock pulsed, coating his lover’s 
rectum with squirt after squirt of semen. 


Draped over the other shifter’s back, Perrin nuzzled his neck 
as he enjoyed the pleasure their sexual encounter gave him. 
His lion rumbled and purred contentedly in the back of his 
mind for the first time ever. Perrin wasn’t certain what to 
make of that, but he sure liked it. 


“Wow,” Perrin whispered, unable to describe how he felt. 


“Mmm,” Terence rumbled, before chuckling softly. “I can’t 
wait to do that with you in a real bed.” 


Perrin tensed. “I don’t have a bed,” he whispered. 


“Don’t worry,” Terence replied, eyeing him over his shoulder 
and giving him a smile. “I'll find us one.” 


Tension flooded every inch of Perrin’s body. He jerked away 
from Terence, who grunted in surprise as the movement 
made Perrin’s softening 19 
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prick pulled free of his body. Perrin felt bad that he might 
have hurt the man, but his fear had him crab-walking 
backward. 


Terence flopped to his side and looked at him for all of two 

seconds. Almost immediately, the man sprang back to his 

knees, his hands held out in supplication. “Hey, hey, Perrin. 
What is it? 


What’s wrong?” 


“You want to take me to the humans,” he muttered. As soon 
as he said it, Perrin knew that didn’t sound right. Would 
another shifter submit to him, pleasure him, please him, just 
to get him to return to his cell? Perrin frowned. That didn’t 
sound right. 


“Perrin, please look at me,” Terence pleaded. 


Unable to deny his lover’s request, Perrin swallowed hard 
and looked over at the man. He couldn’t stop his gaze from 
traveling over the nicely muscled bronzed skin on display, or 
stop from getting fixated by how the cum— my cum— 
dripped down the man’s thighs. Shit! 


He snapped his gaze back to Terence’s face. The man still 
wore a concerned expression. 


“Perrin, handsome,” Terence crooned. “I don’t know what 
humans you mean, but I’d never take you to anyone that’d 
harm you. | have friends, shifter friends and human friends, 
and they’d all do everything in their power to keep you safe. 


Please, let me help you.” 
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Perrin swept his gaze over the man’s earnest expression. 
According to the shifter’s scent, Terence believed what he 
said. “Humans... 


humans who will help? But...” He shook his head. 


“But they held me, experimented on me.” He frowned. “And 
they made you attack those other shifters,” he pointed out. 


“Made us attack...” Terence paused, frowned and blinked, 
then his eyes widened as if figuring something else. “Oh, 
you mean the fight you interrupted. No, no, handsome.” He 
smiled and rose to his feet. “A couple of the lion shifters 
kidnapped my friend’s mate’s son. We were fighting to get 
the boy, Damon, back.” 


“Why would lions kidnap...” He shook his head. “I don’t 
understand.” 


Terence grimaced suddenly and grabbed his pants. “Look, 
I’m more than happy to explain it all, but do you mind if | 
put my clothes back on? 


Shifters run hotter than humans, but | still don’t know how 
you're not cold now that we're not...” 


he paused and cleared his throat, “well, now that we’re not 
Sharing body heat.” 


Perrin nodded once. “I have clothes. l'Il be right back.” 


He wasn’t certain why, but he loathed letting the other 
shifter out of his sight. Perrin wanted to keep him close, by 


his side even. He wanted to protect the smaller lion. 
Something told Perrin 21 
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that Terrence wouldn’t appreciate that. 


Ducking into his cave, Perrin crossed to a small pile of 
clothes in the corner. It only took a few moments for him to 
sort through them, then pull on jeans, a t-shirt, a sweatshirt, 
socks, and boots. 


Perrin wriggled his toes in the shoes as he tied them. He 
didn’t bother wearing clothes often, but if he were going to 
talk with Terence, he didn’t want to freeze, either. 


Perrin headed back out of the cave and stopped dead in his 
tracks. At the edge of the clearing, he spotted Terence 
talking with two men. Roaring, he fought his cat for control 
as he sprinted toward the trio, intending to get his lover 
away from the interlopers. 


It shouldn’t have surprised him, but somehow, after what 
they’d shared, it did. Once more, Terence put himself 
between the strangers and Perrin. This time, though, 
Terence grabbed him, and wrapped his strong arms around 
him. When Perrin tried to break free and get around him, his 
lover used surprising skill and strength, sweeping Perrin off 
his feet and lowering him reasonably gently to the ground. 


He found himself on his back with his lover above him. 


“They're friends,” Terence snapped when Perrin continued to 
struggle. 
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Giving Perrin Life 


taking in his scent. All he saw was sincerity and concern. 
“Please,” Terence continued, sliding his hands down from 
where he held Perrin’s wrists, caressing down his arms, over 
his shoulders, and up his neck to cup his jaw. “Calm down,” 
he pleaded. “They won’t hurt you. They’re shifters, too.” 


“Shifters,” Perrin gasped the word, latching onto something 
other than his burning, irrational need to protect. 


Terence nodded, his worried expression easing. 


“Yes. Shifters.” He glanced over his shoulder, then returned 
his focus to Perrin. “This is my alpha, Kontra. He’s a bear 
shifter. The smaller man is Payson, a hyena shifter. Neither 
would ever harm you.” 


“Not unless you hurt Terence, of course,” stated the smaller 
man, Payson. The guy was looking around the forest, not at 
Perrin, and he said it almost absently, as if it should have 
been obvious. 


Maybe it should have been, but Perrin didn’t know any more 
about shifters than he did about humans. He probably 
shouldn't trust Terence as he did, but he couldn't stop the 
way his pulse slowed or how his body relaxed under 
Terence’s stroking fingers, the touch soft and sure on his 
neck, chest, and shoulders. Again, Perrin’s dick thickened, 
and he really wanted to rip the clothes from both their 
bodies and feel the other man’s 23 
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silky heated pressure on his prick again. Yeah, that was the 
best thing he’d ever felt. 


“Focus,” Terence snapped, though there was warmth in his 
tone, and when Perrin looked at him, a smile on his face. 
“We can fuck again once we get to that bed | promised,” 
Terence added. 


Perrin shook his head. “I don’t—I don’t go into town,” he 
murmured, upon seeing his lover’s confused expression. 
“The humans, I’ve had too many close calls. | never know 
who are safe and who are not.” 


Kontra crouched down next to them as Terence rolled off 
Perrin and helped him to a sitting position. For some reason, 
Perrin was inordinately pleased by the fact that Terence kept 
a hand on his arm. Instinctively, Perrin wrapped his own arm 
around the man and pulled him against his side 
possessively. 


“You make it sound like someone held you captive, Perrin,” 
Kontra said, his deep voice questioning. The big, goateed 
man’s dark brown eyes glinted dangerously, and Perrin just 
knew this was one shifter he never wanted to cross. 


“| was held, but | escaped,” he murmured, turning his head, 
tucking his nose in the crook of Terence’s neck, and inhaling 
the man’s scent. 


Perrin sighed. He didn’t know why his lover’s scent called to 
him so much, why it calmed him, but he liked it. Having 
Terence next to him gave 24 
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him a sense of peace he’d never experienced before. 


Terence cupped his jaw and lifted his face so their eyes met. 
“How long were you held, handsome?” Terence asked gently. 


“Always,” Perrin replied. “I was always held—even when | 
was a child and couldn’t shift.” He looked out at the trees 
and took in their towering heights and green leaves. He 
smiled faintly. 


“They're so beautiful, aren't they? | was so excited to 
breathe fresh air when | escaped.” He swallowed hard and 
frowned at Terence, his tone turning hard. “I won’t go back. 
I'd rather die than go back.” 


“Don’t worry,” Payson piped up. “We'll kill anyone who tries 
to take you back,” he said, his grin toothy. There was 
something just a bit off about that shifter’s gray eyes. “But 
we should really get going,” he added, “because we’re not 
alone anymore.” 


“Who's coming, Payson?” Kontra asked quickly. 
Payson pointed. “The lions.” 


Perrin turned and watched three men step from the trees. 
He recognized one from the clearing when he'd killed the 
lion hurting Terence, but the man hadn't been fighting. The 
other two he’d never seen before. All three’s scents easily 
discerned them as lion shifters. 
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Instantly, Perrin rose to a crouch and growled a warning, 
ready to defend Terence from the strangers. 


The man Perrin recognized actually bowed his head. It 
struck Perrin as a submissive move, and he didn’t 
understand why the man would do that, until he spoke. “My 
name is Patrick Anderson. My friends and | are not here to 
fight,” he assured. 


“We've been looking for you.” 
“Why?” Perrin asked warily. 


Patrick lifted his gaze to meet Perrin’s. “Our pride needs 
you. You killed our alpha, which means you’re next in line.” 


“Oh, shit,” Terence whispered next to him. “I forgot about 
that.” 


Perrin glanced between the two men, watching everyone 


exchange looks. Something important was going on here, 
but he had no idea what. 
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Chapter Four 


erence looked from Patrick’s submissive T stance, probably 
not something the big beta lion displayed often, to Perrin. It 
became very apparent from his mate’s creased brow and 
glances between the men filling the clearing that Perrin had 
no idea what was going on. 


Perrin’s response when they'd asked how long he'd been 
held by the scientists returned to Terence. A/ways. The 
reality of the situation hit home. His mate knew nothing 
about shifter packs, prides, rules, hierarchy. Nothing. He 
didn’t know how to live in the real world, blend in with 
humans, or even about mates. As irrational as it was, that 
last realization stung just a bit. 


“Patrick,” Terence said, ducking his head for just an instant 
to give the more dominant lion his due. “My mate has been 
held in a research facility his entire life. He doesn’t 
understand what you mean. | think we should head to a 
neutral location and explain things to Perrin.” 
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“Your mate,” Patrick sneered. “No fucking way would an 
aloha mate with another man.” 


Of course, that’s what Patrick would pick up on. 
“Are you challenging my status as alpha?” 


Kontra snarled, rising to his six foot six height and glaring at 
the smaller shifter. 


“No, sir,” Patrick immediately replied, once more lowering 
his head. 


“Good,” Kontra growled, clearly displeased. He turned to 
Perrin. “Perrin, there is much we need to discuss, including 
why you feel so protective of Terence. | offer my protection 
for as long as you want it. Will you come with us?” 


Terence turned to his lover and reached for his hand. 
“Please?” he whispered, truly anxious the shifter would 
refuse. He didn’t really want to live in the forest as a lion for 
the rest of his life, but he’d find a way to make it work if 
that’s what Perrin chose. 


Perrin jerked a nod. “Okay. | don’t understand what that 
Patrick guy is talking about, but to survive | must learn,” he 
conceded. He turned to Terence and cupped his cheek. “And 
| trust you.” 


Nuzzling his mate’s hand, Terence smiled. 
“Thank you.” 
“This is going to cause all kinds of problems,” 


Patrick muttered. 


Terence glared at the man, but he understood what the 
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led an all-gay gang of shifters, Terence knew of only one 
other openly gay alpha, and that was a wolf shifter who’d 
come out once he’d found his mate was male. That alpha, 
Declan McIntire, had already earned the respect and 
admiration of his pack, so it hadn’t taken much for his 
people to accept the changes when it came out that Fate 
had deemed to give him a male mate. 


Trying to appear confident, Terence rose to his feet. “Do you 
have stuff you want to bring with you? I’m not sure when 
we'll be back.” 


For just a second, Perrin looked like he was going to object, 
then he shook his head. “No. 


Nothing.” 


That struck Terence as incredibly sad, but he knew Perrin 
wouldn’t want his pity. “Come on, handsome,” he urged. 


The trek through the forest to where they'd left their 
motorcycles was done in relative silence. It didn’t escape 
Terence’s notice that Perrin always kept between himself 
and the other lions. At least he didn’t consider his gang 
members a threat, Terence conceded. 


Perrin’s gaze never stayed focused on one thing for very 
long. He searched first one side of the forest then the other, 
always on alert. Terence figured having grown up ina 
research lab, then escaping, he’d had to have learned to 
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himself. 


What a lonely existence. Terence knew he was one of the 
few shifters in Kontra’s gang to technically not be thrown 
out of his pride. Instead, he’d gotten tired of the taunts and 
constant fighting and challenges caused by the knowledge 
that he was gay and left. Terence might be just middle of 
the road as far as strength for a lion shifter, but he’d learned 
enough tricks of the trade to be able to hold his own ina 
fight, well, as long as he wasn’t up against an alpha, he 
thought ruefully. 


They reached the trail head and Perrin paused, a hand on 
Terence’s shoulder to keep him still, too. “You ride those?” 
Perrin asked, pointing. 


Terence looked at the motorcycles parked fifty feet away 
and grinned. “Yep,” he replied, proud of the Royal Star 
Venture S he drove. It pleased him to see Perrin’s interest as 
they again started moving toward them. “I ride with Kontra 
and a bunch of other guys. We don't really have a home, per 
se, but they’re my family. We look after each other,” he 
explained. 


He grabbed his mate’s arm, causing the other shifter to stop 
and look at him. “We'll look after you, too, now, Perrin. 


You're my mate.” 
“You've called me that before,” Perrin mused. 


He cupped Terence’s jaw and rubbed his thumb over his 
bottom lip. “I don’t know what it means,” 
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he whispered. 


The desire glowing in Perrin’s dark eyes ignited Terence’s 
own need to touch and taste. Terence reached up, grabbed 
his mate’s head, and pulled it down closer. Pleasure filled 
Terence that Perrin didn’t resist, and he captured Perrin’s 
lips with his own. After sliding his tongue along Perrin’s 
bottom lip, he nipped gently, asking for entry. 


Terence figured access was given more from his mate’s 
Surprised gasp than actual acquiescence, but he took 
advantage anyway. Terence thrust his tongue into Perrin’s 
mouth, tasting his mate for the first time. He slid their 
tongues together, moaning softly at the man’s sharp, 
masculine flavor. 


Perrin’s grip tightened on Terence’s head, and a low growl 
rumbled through the man. Terence gave up all control, 
letting Perrin lead, as his lover took over. He wound his own 
tongue around Perrin’s, stroking the appendage, then 
sucking on it. Perrin groaned into his mouth, again. He took 
the kiss deeper. He felt Perrin’s hand on his hip, tugging, 
bringing their groins together. 


It was Terence’s turn to groan when he felt the hard shaft 
behind Perrin’s fly. He rocked his hips, pressing his own 
erection against his mate’s. The hand on his hip moved to 
his ass, encouraging the movement. 
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realized he was getting dangerously close to coming in his 
jeans, again. Terence tore his mouth away from Perrin’s. “By 
the gods,” he ground out. 


“Stop, Perrin, stop.” 


Perrin ignored him. His dark eyes glittered with desire. 
“Feels too good. Wanna fuck you again. 


Feel your ass gripping my dick,” Perrin snarled. 


Dredging up the last of his strength of will, Terence grabbed 
Perrin’s hips with both hands and pushed him away. He 
could see Perrin’s need in his eyes, but Terence was no 
exhibitionist. “I want that, too, mate, but | don’t like an 
audience. | don’t want anyone to see your sexy dick 
standing proud but me,” he told his clearly disgruntled lover. 


“Want to come,” Perrin actually whined, his grip tightening 
again as he tried to rock his hips. 


“Easy, easy, Perrin,” Terence crooned. He rubbed one hand 
up the man’s side, soothing the tense muscles he felt 
beneath fabric. “I know. And | do, too, but now isn’t the 
time. Besides, coming in your jeans might seem sexy as 


fuck now, but it’ll be really, really uncomfortable in about 
twenty minutes, and we have a forty minute drive ahead of 
us.” Terence had done that once in the clearing already, but 
at least his cum had dried before he’d had to put his jeans 
back on. Instead of a sticky mess, he'd be riding in stiff 
jeans. Not too bad, he decided, but he wanted his mate 32 
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comfortable. 


“Shit,” Perrin hissed, suddenly glancing around, as if just 
remembering their surroundings. 


“Then let’s get going. | want us both naked again.” 
Terence chuckled. “Okay, handsome.” 


He led the way to his bike and pulled on his helmet. He 
handed a second one to Perrin and helped him buckle it in 
place. After giving basic instructions regarding hanging on 
and leaning with the turns, Terence swung his leg over and 
pointed to the pegs for Perrin’s feet. Terence held the bike 
steady with his thighs as his lover climbed on behind him. 


The feel of Perrin’s strong arms wrapped tightly around him 
did nothing to help soften his prick. “This is going to be a 
long, fucking ride,” he grumbled. 


Payson cackled, and Terence fought down a flush. He hadn’t 
remembered to turn the speaker on his helmet mike off, and 
both his buddies had heard him. 


Kontra’s 


voice 
interrupted 
Payson’s 


amusement. “Patrick and his enforcers are going to meet us 
at Haben and Lou’s,” he said. “I gave them a heads up to 
expect us all. Let’s get a move on.” 


Their bikes roared to life, almost drowning out Kontra’s next 
words. “Sorry, Perrin. We gotta explain a few things to you 
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mates, then we'll tell you what it means for Patrick to call 
you their pride alpha.” 


“Okay,” Perrin replied, clearly uncertain. 


Terence pulled out behind the other two, eliciting an 
undignified squeak from Perrin. His arms tightened around 
Terence’s chest, nearly to the point of pain. “Easy, 
handsome,” Terence reassured. “I'll keep us safe.” 


“I’ve never ridden one of these before,” his mate admitted. 


“Ever been in a car?” he asked curiously. Just how much 
exposure to the outside world did Perrin have? Any? None? 


“A couple years back, the scientists trapped me in lion form 
and put me in a cage so they could transport me from one 
facility to another. My cage was put in a van,” Perrin said in 
a dull flat voice. 


“Then once, after | escaped, | stole clothes and money and 
took a...a greyhound?” 


“Oh, the bus,” Terence murmured. He patted Perrin’s hand, 
reassuring him that he understood. 


“Do you know where that lab the scientists held you is?” he 
asked suddenly. At the complete and utter tightening of 
Perrin’s body, Terence had to release his hand and grab the 
handlebars to straighten the bike. “Easy, easy,” he crooned, 
realizing what his mate thought. “We'll never make you go 
back, but we have friends who are trying to shut these 
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us where they are, they'll make sure they never bother you 
or any other shifters again.” Shit, he sure hoped he could 
follow through on his words. 


“I-I’m not sure,” Perrin stuttered. “Maybe if | could see a 
map? | might recognize some town names that the 
conductor called out.” 


“We'll look into that,” Kontra said, interrupting any further 
discussion on that topic. “Now, did the scientists ever say 
anything about mates to you?” 


Terence felt Perrin shake his head against his shoulder 
before he heard him speak. “No. What does that mean?” 


“It means,” Terence paused and took a deep breath. What if 
my mate rejects me? | won't let him! 


After his internal pep-talk, he continued. “It means that you 
were made just for me, like | was made just for you. Your 
soul is the missing piece of mine. If anything ever happened 
to you, I'd die of heartbreak,” he admitted. Okay, so he 
might have chickened out a bit there. Trying to explain Fate 
and predestined love and the binding of souls to someone 
who hadn’t been brought up with even a modicum of shifter 
lore, hell, what human’s called mythology in general, was 
near impossible. Best to keep it simple. 


Too bad Payson never knew when to keep his big mouth 
shut. “Suffice it to say, if you’re separated from Terence for 
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your lion will either drive you mad with the need to search 
for him, or will wither away and die of loneliness. The same 
would happen to Terence. 


Both would result in the same thing. Your deaths.” 
“Shit! | don’t have a choice?” Perrin snarled. 


“Well, normally you ask permission before claiming your 
mate,” Kontra chided. 


“Claiming?” 


It was clear his mate didn’t understand. “It’s my fault,” 
Terence murmured. “I should have found a way to talk 
before we had sex and you bit me. It’s hard to deny the urge 
to claim when faced with your mate,” he said. 


“Oh, then it was my fault,” Perrin muttered, concern filling 
his voice. “You didn’t know | didn’t understand what was 
happening between us, that | was ignorant of everything,” 
he finished bitterly. 


“Hey, I’m not sorry you claimed me,” Terence reassured his 
lover. Then he realized that probably wasn’t what bothered 
his mate. “Look, I'd offer to let you move on, but my lion 
would kill anyone who touched you,” he admitted. “lIl do 
everything | can to please you.” 


“I think | might gag,” Payson said, snickering. 
“Payson,” Terence snapped. 


Payson snorted. “Come on. How come you're not telling 
Perrin the perks of finding your mate?” 
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cheating lovers, the sex is phenomenal, so I’ve heard, 
considering the roaring and screaming coming from some of 
our friend’s rooms, and you get someone devoted to 
pleasing you, even when you do dumb shit.” 


Terence could almost hear the shoulder shrug at the end of 
Payson’s words. “So, maybe my friend has a point,” he 
muttered. “Finding your mate is supposed to be a joyous 
occasion for a shifter.” 


“How about a horny occasion?” Perrin murmured quietly. “| 
don’t know if it’s you or the vibration of the motorcycle, but 


my dick is hard as a rock.” 


He couldn’t help it. Terence snorted with amusement. He 
patted his lover’s hand, grabbing it before it could slip any 
lower and completely distract him from driving. “Stop it,” he 
admonished. 


Perrin hissed, actually hissed, in his ear at being denied. 


“You're going to be trouble,” Terence grumbled good- 
naturedly, glancing over his shoulder at him. 


Shrugging, Perrin replied, “I'd never had sex before. | like it 
and want to do it again.” 


“Holy shit,” Terence muttered. 


“Well, that’s hot,” Payson stated. “I wonder if my mate will 
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watched Payson’s bullet bike swerve in front of him. 
“Easy, Payson,” Kontra toned. 


“Sorry, boss,” he replied, regaining control of his bike. 
“Fucking sexy.” The words were muttered quietly, but 
Terence still heard them. 


Evidently, so did Perrin, for he asked uncertainly, “That’s 
something you guys like? 


Your mate to be a virgin?” 


“To most of us, it doesn’t matter either way, Perrin,” Kontra 
replied kindly. “Payson, here, he’s just a bit...odd, at times.” 


“Awe, you're so diplomatic, boss,” Payson teased. “I know 
I've got a few screws loose. Just because no one ever says 
anything, it doesn’t mean we don’t all know it.” Payson 
cackled. 


“Electro-shock therapy will do that to a guy.” 
“Holy shit!” Perrin murmured. 


Terence mentally seconded the words. He hadn’t known 
about that. “Who the hell would do that to you?” he snarled, 
angry on behalf of his friend. 


“The scientists.” Payson’s voice was flippant, but Terence 
knew the shifter well enough to hear the underlying pain. 


“I’m sorry, Payson. | didn’t know,” Terence murmured, 
wishing they weren’t driving so he could give the poor guy’s 
shoulder a conciliatory squeeze. 
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Payson didn’t reply. 


They were nearly to Haben and Lou’s when Perrin asked, 
“What was that other shifter talking about me being alpha 
and all?” 


“Let's get inside and we'll explain,” Kontra said, turning his 
large Harley into a driveway. “I’m ready for a cup of coffee. 


It’s fucking cold. | should have put on my damn leathers,” 
he muttered absently. 


Terence would have agreed, especially with it being mid- 
November, but with the heat of his mate at his back, 
Terence had hardly felt the chill. 


After parking his bike next to Payson and Kontra’s, he 
helped his mate from the bike and put away their helmets. 
Wrapping his arm around Perrin’s waist, he offered 
encouragement to his clearly apprehensive mate as they 
made their way into the house. 
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Chapter Five 


errin couldn’t remember ever entering an P actual home 
before. He’d lived in a little twelve by twenty-four foot cell 
that contained a cot, a nightstand and chair, and a rug. 
There was a small partitioned off cube containing a small 
shower stall and a toilet. That was the only privacy in the 
room. One entire wall was made of glass, so he was always 
watched. Perrin had spent most of his time in lion form on 
the rug. 


Perrin knew his mate, And isn’t the realization that I’m now 
tied to another shifter just beyond belief? 


Terence could feel his trepidation as he looked up at the 
small home. There was nothing imposing about the 
structure. The porch was in good repair, the shutters, 
painted a dark green, weren’t chipped or cracked, and the 
lawn was nicely trimmed. In all actuality, the place looked 
inviting. 


That didn’t make Perrin feel any better as he allowed 
Terence to guide him closer. Perrin knew that walking into 
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step he’d ever taken in his life. It would be the end of his 
solitude. He’d have people watching his back, helping him, 
and a lover at his side whose very scent caused his blood to 
boil. 


Where is the down-side to this? 


What if they’re lying? What if this is all an elaborate scheme 
created by the scientists? 


“Hey, you okay?” Terence asked, rubbing his back. 


Perrin realized he was standing on the porch, his hand 
gripping the railing tightly, and his breath came in short, 
quick pants. He didn’t know how long he’d stood there, but 
he couldn't seem to find his tongue to answer Terence. 


Finally, Terence slid his hands up his chest, sending soothing 
tendrils of contact through his body, and cupped Perrin’s 
jaws in both hands. He gently forced Perrin to tilt his head 
down and meet his gaze. “This is a big step requiring a lot of 
faith,” Terence murmured as he rubbed his thumbs along 
Perrin’s jawbone. “Just breathe for me, okay? Everything will 
be okay. You’re not alone anymore.” 


He nodded, then settled his forehead against Terence’s and 
just breathed. Along with Terence’s hands on him, the 
position had the added benefit of allowing Perrin to breathe 
in the man’s scent. 


Both things soothed him, impressing Perrin with how quickly 
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evened out. 
“Okay,” he whispered. “I’m ready.” 


Terence pulled away just enough to turn, wrap an arm 
around Perrin, and get them moving again. 


“I’m sorry for the freak-out,” he murmured, truly 
embarrassed by his weakness. He hated feeling out of 
control. Perrin had had no control for most of his life and 
living on his own for the last eight months, where he 
controlled everything, wasn’t easy to give up. 


“You've been through a lot,” Terence replied softly. His tone 
conveyed his understanding. 


“We'll get through this...together,” he added. 
Perrin swallowed hard. “ld like that,” he admitted. 


Terence smiled warmly at him, then led the way into the 
house. Perrin looked around quickly as he stepped into the 
foyer. The floor was hard, made of a brown and gray tile, he 
thought it was called. A small round stand stood along the 
left wall and on it rested a green marbled vase and a 
matching bowl. Into the bowl Terence tossed his keys. Perrin 
followed the other man’s example and removed his boots. 


Heading deeper into the home, Perrin saw the tile end and a 
light tan carpet begin as he spied a living room open up to 
his right. In the living room were a couch and two matching 
chairs. 
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Covered in medium brown cloth, they looked comfortable. 


The three men from the forest were already in the room. 
The one named Patrick sat in one of the chairs, the other 
two shifters stood behind him. 


Kontra leaned against a wall with one shoulder, his arms 
crossed and an impassive expression on his face. Payson 
walked in with two other men carrying cups and other 
containers. 


“Human,” he snarled, scenting one of the two men. He lifted 
his lip and hissed, stepping in front of Terence, ready to 
protect what was his. The human jerked back, surprise 
written clearly on his face. 


Kontra levered off the wall and stepped between him and 
the human. His posture wasn’t threatening, but it was clear 
the big bear shifter wasn’t going to let him near the possible 
threat. 


Perrin frowned. What is going on? Was it really all a trap 
after all? 


“ld like to introduce you to our friend, Haben,” 


Terence said, quickly stepping around Perrin and pointing at 
the dark-skinned, thickly built shifter. 


“And this is Haben’s mate Lou. They’ve been kind enough to 
offer their home, a neutral space, to hold this meeting,” he 
explained. 


Perrin nodded, slowly relaxing. Okay, not a trap. Kontra 
returned to his position against the wall. 
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“Good to meet you,” Haben said, stepping forward and 
holding a hand out to him. 


Perrin cocked his head, uncertain what he was supposed to 
do. Then he remembered seeing, through the glass of his 
cell, how two scientists greeted each other by shaking 
hands. 


Tentatively, he reached out and clasped the other man’s 
hand. Haben squeezed firmly, not eliciting pain as if 
establishing dominance, so Perrin returned the pressure 
then released the man. When Lou stepped forward, Perrin 
hesitated, then reached out and duplicated the move. At the 
last second, he remembered humans were weaker, and 
didn’t squeeze quite as hard. 


Kontra waved toward Patrick as he rose from his seat. 
“You've briefly met Patrick. These are the pride enforcers, 
Carlton and Grimes.” 


“Enforcers?” Perrin questioned. “I don’t know what that 
means.” 


Patrick frowned. “What?” he asked, disbelief filling his voice 
as well as expressed in the look of confusion on his face. 


“That’s part of the things we need to explain,” 


the big bear shifter stated, stalling further words from 
Patrick. 


Kontra waved a hand toward the sofa. When Terence took 
Perrin’s hand and led him over to it, Perrin realized the hand 
movement had been a silent command to sit. Recognizing 
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shifter’s dominance, Perrin sat. 


To his surprise, Lou handed him a steaming mug of black 
liquid. “I have cream or sugar if you'd like it,” the human 
told him. 


Perrin frowned, trying to figure out what the guy was talking 
about. “Cream or sugar?” he murmured questioningly. 


“Are you familiar with coffee?” Terence asked, cutting into 
his thoughts. 


“Heard of it, but never had it,” Perrin admitted. 
“You've never had coffee?” 


Perrin looked up and saw the confused disbelief on Grime’s 
bronzed features. Not liking the man’s tone, he bared his 
teeth and snarled. 


“You live your life in a cage and see how much you know 
about the world,” he roared. 


Grimes paled under his tan and immediately dropped his 
head. “Sorry, Alpha,” he murmured. 


“I still don’t know what that means,” Perrin responded, 
frowning. Fuck, he felt so ignorant. 


Enough! Snapping his head up, he glared at Patrick and 
ordered, “Explain. Now!” 


Patrick nodded, so Perrin took a tentative sip of the liquid. 
He wrinkled his nose in disgust at the taste and set the cup 
aside. Terence looked like he was about to say something, 
but then Patrick started speaking. 


“Almost two weeks ago in the clearing, you stopped Clayton 
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you away from his prey. You refused, challenging his 
dominance, his position as alpha. He attacked you, you 
fought back and you won, proving you were the stronger 
lion. The strongest lion leads the pride. That’s you.” 


“What the hell do | know about leading a lion pride?” 


Perrin didn’t realize he’d muttered the words aloud until 
Patrick sighed and whispered, “Shit.” 


Perrin’s eyes narrowed and he watched the other shifter run 
a hand over the back of his neck and grimace. Patrick 
waved a hand between him and Terence. “And this...male is 
really your mate? 


You're a fucking flamer?” 


Perrin didn’t really know what that meant, but evidently it 
wasn’t nice. Terence snarled. Haben cracked his knuckles. 


Payson actually leaped toward Patrick and had to be held 
back by Kontra. 


Kontra snapped, “Watch your damn language, lion, before | 
wash your mouth out with soap.” He thrust Payson behind 
him, then reached out, grabbed Patrick’s shirt and hauled 
the man to his feet. “Being gay doesn’t make you any less a 
man, Patrick. Be respectful, or l'Il forget that beating the shit 
out of you might start a turf war.” He leaned close, growling 
his next words. “You get me?” 


Both enforcers immediately bowed their head. 
Patrick gulped. “Yes, Alpha Kontra.” 
“Good.” Kontra shoved him away, making 46 
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Patrick stumble backward into his chair. “Don’t forget it,” he 
warned, turning his back on the man and returning to his 
place against the wall, like nothing had ever happened. 


Patrick again ran his hand along his neck. “I apologize,” he 
muttered. 


From the tone, Perrin wasn’t certain how often the guy had 
to do that. He leaned forward and frowned, resting his 
elbows on his knees. “I get that you respect my lion, but | 
am still that same person. | have no knowledge of this 
world, other than what I’ve learned over the last few months 
after escaping the lab.” And really, that wasn’t much, but he 
didn’t add that out loud. Perrin wanted to leap to his feet 


and pace, but wondered if that would be taken as a sign of 
weakness. 


“| don’t know anything about shifters, or packs, or prides, or 
about being an alpha.” Perrin gave into his urges and leaped 
to his feet. 


Unfortunately, with so many people in the room, there 
wasn’t much space to move. He spun and pinned his gaze 
on Patrick. “What happens if | don’t become your alpha? 
Can’t you just take over?” 


The lion shook his head. “I’m not alpha material,” he 
admitted. “We would have to hold a pride challenge,” 
Patrick said. 


The fact that Perrin didn’t know what that was must have 
shown on his face, for the shifter 47 
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hurried to continue. 


“That's where anyone wanting the role of alpha would 
engage in a fight for dominance. It's not done often, 
because normally whoever killed the alpha did it because 
they wanted the role,” he said. “If you don’t fill the role, it 
sends the message to other prides that ours is weak and not 
worth leading, which could lead to attacks from other prides 
who want our territory,” Patrick said, his voice surprisingly 
soft. “We really do need you.” 


“And the fact that I’m...gay?” He still couldn’t figure out why 
there was a stigma attached to that particular thing. Why 


did it matter which gender his mate ended up being? Wasn't 
that a personal thing? What was he missing? 


“It'll be an adjustment, but the pride will learn to accept.” It 
was Grimes who actually answered, giving him a toothy 
grin. “Besides, if anyone messes with you, your right hook 
will get them to back off. Your arms are huge, dude.” 


To Perrin’s surprise, Terence snarled and rose to his feet. 
“Mine,” he roared. 


Grimes lifted his hands in placation. “Just commenting. | like 
mine with a few more...” 


“Curves?” Carlton snickered. 


To both his friend’s obvious shock, Grimes shook his head. 
“Naw. Curves are fine on occasion, but | was thinking more 
piercings. 
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Nothing like playing with a Jacob's ladder while fucking.” 
The shifter actually looked appraisingly at Kontra. “Or being 
fucked by one.” 


Patrick choked. Carlton blanched. Both men stared at 
Grimes like he’d sprouted horns. Kontra smirked. 


“| don’t know what that means,” Perrin whispered in 
Terence’s ear. 


From the red hue flushing Terence’s face and neck, Perrin 
figured his mate knew what Grimes was talking about. 


“I do, and, uh, l'Il explain later, handsome,” 
Terence murmured. 
“Here,” Payson cut in. “I can help.” 


The big grin on the hyena shifter’s face should have warned 
Perrin that something unexpected was about to happen, but 
he just wasn’t used to interacting with others enough. The 
next thing Perrin knew, Payson had unbuttoned and 
unzipped his jeans and let them slide down his hips. His pale 
dick, half hard, peeked through the flaps. Payson actually 
gripped it and gave it a stroke while leering at Grimes and 
saying, “lIl let you play with mine.” 


That was when Perrin saw it, or them. The shifter had 
several small, gold balls imbedded in the flesh running up 
the underside of his cock and a tiny hoop at the head. 
“Ouch,” he whispered, knowing his eyes were huge. He’d 
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with piercings as he traveled, but never had the idea of 
embedding metal in his dick even crossed his mind. Perrin 
wanted to cross his legs. 


Payson winked at him. “Feels good.” 


“| bet,” Grimes murmured, his gaze fixed on Payson’s 
rapidly growing shaft. 


“Put your dick away,” Haben snarled, smacking Payson on 
the back of his head. 


Although it looked like the slap should have hurt, Payson 
just laughed. At least the shifter obeyed his friend and 
tucked his cock back into his jeans and did them up. He 
shrugged. “Just educating our friend.” 


“Look, 
Perrin,” 
Kontra 
said, 
drawing 


everyone’s attention while smoothing what had probably 
been a smirk off his face. He refocused the group on the 
situation, saying, “We can teach you what will be expected 
of you as an alpha, but only you can decide if you want to 
take on the responsibility of keeping an entire pride safe.” 


A shudder worked through Perrin. “How long would that 
take,” he asked. He hated showing such uncertainty in front 
of these men, especially after learning that the lions picked 
their leaders by fierce dominance. Looking weak in front of 
them would not be an option. 


Kontra pushed off the wall and shrugged. 


“That really depends on you, Perrin. There’s a lot for you to 
learn, from pride dynamics to how to 50 
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properly conduct yourself with humans. It’s all 
interconnected. Plus, in order to really keep your people 
safe, we'll need information on where that lab was so we 
can make certain the scientists won’t come after you.” 
Kontra’s eyes narrowed as he looked at him. “With how long 
they had you, I’m assuming they won’t be pleased at losing 
you and will be searching for you.” 


51 
Charlie Richards 


Chapter Six 


erence watched as Kontra’s words sank in to T his mate’s 
mind. Perrin fisted his hands, but not before Terence noticed 
the way they’d shook before his big lion could hide it. 
Terence hated seeing his mate upset. He pulled his lover 
close, rubbing his cheek against the other man. The gesture 
soothed them both, and the faint acrid scent of fear quickly 
disappeared. 


“I'll help in any way | can.” Perrin’s deep voice rumbled 
gruffly. When Terence looked up into his lover’s eyes, he saw 
the determination in the dark depths. “No one should ever 
be caged, experimented on,” Perrin continued. “No one. 


These people need to be stopped.” 
“Good.” Kontra looked over at Lou. “Do you have maps?” 
“Sure.” The human stood and headed out of the room. 


Patrick rose from his chair. “Please, let me know when 
you're ready to learn about the 52 
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members of our pride.” 


“You're not going to help?” Kontra asked, his brows lifting, 
conveying his surprise. 


“No,” Patrick replied. “This isn’t our fight.” 


Kontra curled his lip. “This is every shifter’s fight,” he 
Snarled. 


Patrick stiffened. “Until Perrin takes over the pride, | am 
responsible for their safety. If he chooses to get our people 
involved, l'Il help at that time,” he replied curtly. 


Terence’s alpha’s eyes narrowed. “I see.” He crossed his 
arms over his broad chest. “Then as soon as Perrin is ready 
for pride training, we'll contact you.” 


He obviously didn’t like the dismissal, but Patrick nodded, 
then headed out. Grimes and Carlton nodded first to Kontra, 
then Perrin, and followed, though Grimes leered at Payson 
before disappearing out the door. 


Terence looked up and noticed Perrin watching them with a 
frown. “Hey, what’s wrong?” he asked, cupping Perrin’s jaw 
and urging him to look at him. 


“Why did they do that?” Perrin asked. 
“Do what?” Terence looked for clarification. 


“Tilt their head like that when they left,” Perrin said pointing 
at where the men had disappeared. 


“It’s a sign of respect,” Kontra explained. “They are 
acknowledging that you are a more powerful 53 


Charlie Richards 


lion, above them in hierarchy.” 
“Hierarchy?” 


By the way Perrin said the word, Terence knew he didn’t 
understand. He touched his hand to redraw his attention. 
Once Perrin was focused on him, he lifted a hand flat in the 
air near his head at eye level. “It refers to your place in the 
pride. At the top is the alpha, whom is normally the most 
powerful lion.” He lifted his second hand and placed it in the 
air a few inches below the first. 


“The second is the beta, that’s Patrick, under that are 
enforcers, Grimes and Carlton,” he said, once more moving 
his hand. “After that are trackers, then the rest of the pride.’ 


r 


Kontra stepped in with the explanation. “When entering or 
leaving the presence of a higher ranking shifter, you would 
bow your head, baring your neck. By doing that, you 
acknowledge that the other person is more dominant.” 


“But they would be open for attack,” Perrin pointed out. 
“Why would they do that?” 


“Because if you don’t, it’s a sign of disrespect,” 


Terence murmured. “The higher ranking shifter could take 
offense and attack you.” 


Perrin frowned, his eyes narrowing. “It would be unwise to 
attack me. I'd be forced to defend myself and I've become 
very good at that.” 


“We know,” Kontra said, smirking. “We saw.” 
He turned as he watched Lou walk back into the 54 
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room carrying a long, thin map book. As he headed toward 
the dining room and Lou, he added over his shoulder, 
“That’s just one of a number of things we’ll teach you about 
living as a shifter.” 


Terence wrapped his arm around Perrin’s waist and urged 
him toward the dining room. “Come on, handsome. Let’s 
take a look at those maps, huh? Then maybe some dinner? 
l'm hungry.” His stomach rumbled as if verifying his 
statement. 


“Sure,” Perrin whispered. 


Terence could tell his mate was struggling with the first 
stages of being overwhelmed. The poor guy needed time to 
decompress. “We'll worry about everything else later, 
okay?” he murmured, rubbing his lover’s back. 


Perrin gave him a smile. “Thanks.” 


He nodded and stopped at the table. Kontra pointed to a 
map of Kansas. “We're here, in Salina. 


Do you recognize any town names around here?” 


To Terence’s disappointment, Perrin shook his head. “No, 
|...” the man grimaced, and if Terence didn’t know better, 
he’d swear a flush was creeping up Perrin’s neck. 


“Hey, it’s okay if you can’t remember. Maybe they'll come 
back to you,” Terence encouraged. 


Perrin shook his head. “It’s not that,” he muttered. “l-I can’t 
read.” 
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seconds. Perrin seemed to crumple under their scrutiny, 
wrapping his arms around himself and stepping back. 


“Shit,” Terence muttered. He immediately stepped close, 
pressing his chest against the other man, even with his 
arms in the way. Terence grabbed the back of Perrin’s neck 
with both hands. 


“Hey, it's okay. We can teach you that, too,” he assured him. 
He stood on his toes and pressed his lips against his lover's. 
“Just relax.” 


“Thank you,” Perrin whispered, after several more sipping 
kisses. A moment later, Perrin lifted his head and looked 
over Terence’s shoulder at the other men in the room. “I do 
remember all the town names called out, but the driver 
didn’t always remember to call out the place’s names.” 


“Tell us what you heard,” Kontra ordered with surprising 
gentleness. 


“Chatham, Hannibal, Monroe City, Chillicothe, and Kansas 
City, in that order,” Perrin said. “I got off at Kansas City, but 
couldn’t stand all the people,” he admitted. 


“Let’s see what we can find,” Haben said, leaning over the 
map. 


“I’m going to take Perrin to dinner, then head back to the 
hotel,” Terence stated. 


Kontra nodded. “We'll meet tomorrow morning at ten to 
start training,” he responded absently. 


56 


Giving Perrin Life 


“Come on, handsome,” Terence said, taking Perrin’s hand. 
“Let’s get out of here.” 


Perrin came willingly enough. “Where are we going?” he 
asked, taking the helmet Terence offered. 


“Do you want to eat at a restaurant or at the hotel?” 
Terence asked. He knew what he wanted, to get his mate 
alone, but it kind of sounded like Perrin hadn’t experienced 
much in life, so didn’t want to take an opportunity away 
from him. 


“Will we be alone at your...hotel?” Perrin asked. 


Terence suddenly realized how many gaps were in his 
lover’s knowledge. There was no way of knowing what the 
scientists had been willing to teach Perrin and what they 
thought he’d never need to know. 


Nodding, Terence said, “Yes. | rent a private room that has a 
bed, bathroom, table and chairs. 


The hotel has a kitchen, and we can order food and eat in 
the room, if you’d like.” Room service suddenly sounded 
really, really good. 


“Okay,” Perrin replied. “Let’s go there.” 


Terence started his bike and headed toward the hotel. It only 
took twenty minutes, but by the time Terence parked his 
bike, his blood rushed with anticipation of finally being alone 
with his mate again. 


As Terence led the way to his room, Perrin 57 
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murmured softly, “Can you start teaching me to read, 
tonight?” 


His brows shot up, but he nodded. “Sure,” 


Terence told him, hoping he’d be able to find teaching 
instructions on line. “We'll order supper, then I'll see if | can 
find the necessary information so we can start reading 
lessons.” 


“Where do we need to go to look?” Perrin asked. 


Terence glanced at the big shifter, reminded again of how 
little about the real world his mate knew. After swiping his 
card over the reader, Terence led the way inside. “We won’t 
actually need to go anywhere.” At Perrin’s frown, he gave 
him an encouraging smile and motioned for him to have a 
seat. 


He grabbed the hotel information book off the nightstand 
then sat down next to Perrin. Flipping to the page with room 
service options, Terence started reading the available items. 
Both men chose steak, rare, but while Terence added a 
baked potato, Perrin wanted the mac and cheese. Terence 
explained what he was doing as he picked up the phone and 
placed the order. 


Once done, he returned the menu to the nightstand and 
grabbed his laptop before returning to sit next to Perrin. 
“This is a laptop computer,” he said, then launched into a 
long explanation about computers, their purpose, and 58 
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the World Wide Web. Perrin kept looking between him and 
the screen as Terence told him that he was searching for 
information on learning to read. 


They were interrupted forty minutes later by a knock on the 
door and the arrival of room service. 


While they ate, Terence set the laptop in front of them on 
the small table and started explaining the letters of the 
alphabet. Using hooked on phonics information, he went 
over the sounds each letter made and the difference 
between vowels and consonants. Terence was impressed by 
how quickly Perrin understood things, and by the end of the 
meal, his lover could read small words. 


Perrin’s jaw-cracking yawn signified the end of lessons. 
“Come on,” Terence said, taking the laptop and shutting it 
down. “Let's get cleaned up and off to bed. I’ve got a feeling 
tomorrow’s going to be another long day.” 


Terence took Perrin’s hand and led him into the bathroom. 
He turned on the shower, then proceeded to slowly undress 
his lover, taking his time to touch and stroke every inch of 
newly revealed flesh. It pleased Terence that once Perrin’s 
Shirt hit the floor, he began to reciprocate, copying his 
movements. 


Soon, both men stood naked. Terence ran his hands over 
Perrin, admiring his firm pecs, washboard abs, and well- 
muscled arms and legs. 
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erection jutting from Perrin’s groin. 


Unable to help himself, he reached out and wrapped his 
hand around the engorged flesh. 


Perrin groaned and his hips jerked forward. 


Terence grinned, stroked once, then used his hold to gently 
tug Perrin toward the shower. 


“Come on, handsome. I’m gonna suck you off in the shower. 
How does that sound?” 


Perrin moaned and followed. “I don’t know what that 
means.” 


“Don’t worry,” Perrin whispered. “I'll show you.” 


Once they were under the spray, Terence sank to his knees. 
After making certain he was in a position where the spray of 


water wouldn’t drown or blind him, Terence adjusted his grip 
on Perrin’s cock and gave it a firm stroke. A clear bead of 
liquid oozed from Perrin’s slit, and Terence quickly leaned 
forward and licked it off before it was washed away. The 
spicy flavor burst across Terence’s tongue, and he wanted 
more. He wrapped his lips around just the cap and sucked 
gently as he laved the sensitive crown with his tongue, 
dipping into the slit again and again. 


“Terence,” Perrin growled, burying his hands in his hair. 


Terence smiled around his mouthful, then sank down an inch 
on Perrin’s thick shaft before sucking up. He slowly repeated 
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and over, taking more of Perrin’s cock into his mouth with 
each pass, until finally the man’s cock head bumped the 
back of his throat. 


Above him, his lover whimpered and shuddered, moaned 
and groaned, shivered and twitched, and Terence loved 
every second of it. 


Terence’s own cock bobbed between his legs, aching with 
delicious need. With one hand, he palmed Perrin’s balls, 
rolling and massaging the sensitive orbs. With his other 
hand, Terence reached down and gripped his dick, giving ita 
firm stroke. 


Perrin’s shaft thickened in his mouth, pre-cum oozing 
continuously from the slit. Terence swiped his tongue over 
the head again and again, lapping it away, swallowing it 


down. He moved his tongue to the sensitive bundle of flesh 
just below the cap and worked the wrinkled flesh before 
tracing the thick veins in the shaft. 


The sounds pouring from Perrin’s mouth were like music to 
Terence’s ears and warned him that his mate was close to 
exploding. Wanting to please him, to send Perrin over the 
edge in bliss, Terence sucked down his lover’s hard shaft to 
the root, burying his nose in the wet curly pubes. The move 
had Perrin’s cap lodging in his throat, and Terence 
swallowed. Once, twice, then Perrin’s back bowed, his thighs 
trembled, and he howled his pleasure. 
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Perrin’s cock pulsed in Terence’s mouth and spewed streams 
of seed down his throat. Terence backed off so the next shot 
hit his tongue, allowing him to taste the salty goodness of 
his lover. He wrapped his hand around the wet stalk and 
stroked, working Perrin through his orgasm. 


When Perrin stopped coming, Terence pulled his mouth off, 
gave his own dick three more jerks, and came. Waves of 
pleasure pounded through his body, and he moaned in 
delight as his cream shot from his slit. When he’d finished 
coming, Terence rested his head against Perrin’s thigh and 
struggled to catch his breath, enjoying the pings of 
endorphins floating through his system. 


His lover hauled Terence awkwardly to his feet and slammed 
his mouth down over his. Terence grunted, enjoying the 


sweep of Perrin’s tongue as he took mastery of Terence’s 
mouth and mapped it. 


When air became paramount, Perrin pulled away and rested 
his head against the wall behind him, Terence still wrapped 
tightly in his arms. 


“Holy shit,” Perrin muttered, his speech slurred. 


“| never thought...never imagined anything could feel like 
that.” 


Terence grinned against the pec where he relaxed his head, 
pride filling him. Once he was able to form a coherent 
thought, he kissed the firm flesh under his head. “Glad | 
could please you,” 
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he replied. “Now let’s get cleaned up. I’m sure I’m not the 
only one ready to crash after that orgasm.” 


Perrin chuckled weakly, and didn’t fight him when Terence 
washed his body with soap. He relished the silky softness 
when he washed and rinsed his lover’s hair, massaging his 
mate’s scalp gently. Perrin hummed with apparent pleasure 
at Terence’s ministrations. 


Once finished washing them both, Terence turned off the 
water, grabbed towels and dried them both, then led the 
way back to the bedroom. 


He urged Perrin to lie down. Perrin did, immediately pulling 
Terence down on top of him. 


He had to wiggle a bit to get into a position where he could 
grab the comforter and pull it over them, since Perrin didn’t 
seem inclined to loosen his grip. Terence didn’t have it in 
him to ask Perrin to do so. 


Terence relaxed, liking being draped half over the larger 
man. He could definitely get used to this, he decided. 
Perrin’s soft breaths told Terence his lover had slipped into 
slumber, and after just a few minutes, Terence followed. 
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Chapter Seven 


nd so the training began. Perrin felt pleased at A his 
progress with reading and working the laptop. He now 
understood why the pride hierarchy was so important. It 
gave the shifters a sense of place in the world, which helped 
calm their animals and made them feel safe and secure. 


He even enjoyed the walks he and Terence took, where his 
lover would point out the sources of different scents or 
quietly ask him to read something on a sign and ask if Perrin 
understood it. 


Perrin had learned that he liked tea more than coffee, he 
preferred his eggs sunny side up, and he hated green 
beans. Each discovery, even when it was finding out the 
food he’d just put into his mouth tasted like shit, was like a 
little adventure. 


And Perrin loved sharing everything with his mate. Just the 
fact that Fate would make someone just for him had a burst 
of something warm and tingly heating through him. He’d 
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alone, first in the lab and then fending for himself in a big 
noise-filled, human-populated world. 


Now, he'd never be alone again. 


It helped that Perrin couldn’t get enough of Terence. The 
lessons with his lover in the bedroom were 


mind-blowing, 
out-of-this-world 


experiences. When he'd first heard the concept of rimming, 
Perrin didn’t think he'd like it. The idea of using your tongue 
down there? It was just weird. 


But once Terence had done it to him, turning him into a 
Shivering, bundle of nerves, his cock so hard all he had to do 
was bury it in his mate to come, Perrin had wanted to do it 
right back to his lover. He smiled remembering the sounds 
Terence had made, the desperate cries for more that turned 
into pleas for Perrin to shove his thick shaft into him and 
fuck him hard. Yeah, he’d never get tired of that. 


“What are you smiling about?” 


Perrin turned his head on the pillow and grinned at Terence, 
letting his gaze rove over his groggy mate for several 
seconds before replying. 


“Fucking you.” 


Terence moaned. “Damn it, Perrin. Stop that. | don’t think 
we have time for another round and | don’t want to have a 
boner when we're introduced to your pride in a bit.” 


Perrin wasn’t certain if he looked forward to meeting the 
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alpha today or not. The idea definitely caused butterflies in 
his stomach, he acknowledged, but was looking forward to 
creating a real home with his mate. 


Terence’s friends, Kontra and Payson, had driven out of town 
late yesterday afternoon, planning to search for the facility 
Perrin had escaped from. They were heading to Chatham, 
the first town Perrin had heard named. They planned to start 
their search in that area. His lover had been sad, and Perrin 
had worked hard to distract him, all night long. 


Rolling onto his side, Perrin watched Terence’s cock twitch 
where it rested against his thigh. 


Grinning, he leaned over and pressed a kiss to Terence’s 
mouth. His lover opened instantly to him, which was 
another thing he loved about this man. Terence never 
hesitated to express his desire for Perrin. 


He broke the kiss when he realized where his thoughts had 
taken him. Levering up on his elbow, Perrin stared down at 
Terence. His mate’s smile turned into a worried expression 
and Terence reached up and slid the pads of two fingers 
along his jaw. 


“Everything okay?” Terence asked softly. 


Perrin smiled and nodded. “Yeah. | just realized how much | 
love you. I’m glad we're mates.” Okay, that might have 
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childish, but it was true nevertheless. 


From the way Terence’s face lit up, Perrin knew his lover 
didn’t mind his unorthodox declaration. 


Terence grabbed Perrin’s head in both hands and yanked 
him down for a deep kiss. When they came up for air a 
couple minutes later, the grin still lit Terence’s features. “l 
love you, too, Perrin. 


Thank you for saving me.” 
“Thank you for everything else,” Perrin responded. 


Before they could get too sappy, Perrin pecked one more 
kiss to Terence’s lips then rolled away. 


“I’m going to shower. We should get ready to go,” 


he said, glancing at the bedside clock. He paused and 
frowned, turning to stare at Terence. “I never said, but, 
thank you for staying here when Kontra left. | get that you 
never planned to settle in another pride.” 


Terence just shrugged. “You’re stuck with me, mate. My 
place is by your side. The other lions will just have to get 
over their fucking hang-ups.” 


Perrin released a breath he hadn’t realized he'd been 
holding. At the same time, an invisible weight seemed to lift 
from his shoulders. “Good.” 


Then he frowned. “And if any of them give you shit, let me 
know and l'Il take care of it,” he snarled. One thing Perrin 
knew he could do was fight. The damn scientists had pitted 
him against a number of normal animals to test his cat’s 
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and speed. He’d hated killing the beasts, but it was survival 
of the fittest, and Perrin had wanted to live so he could 
escape. Never had he been happier that he’d succeeded. 
Finally, he had a life. 


Terence rested his hands under his head and smiled at his 
mate. “If | ever run into anything | can’t handle, l'Il do that.” 


Perrin knew his lover was an independent man, so he 
figured that was the best he was going to get. Nodding, he 
headed for the shower. 


Two hours later, standing on the porch of the pride house 
with seventeen shifters staring at him, Perrin wondered if 
he’d made a mistake agreeing to be the pride’s alpha. He 
could practically feel the animosity pouring off several of 
the members. 


It helped that Patrick, Grimes, and Carlton accepted him and 
Terence’s coupling, at least. 


He stared impassively at the group while Patrick introduced 
him. Perrin knew that, with his arms crossed over his broad 
chest, he made a pretty imposing figure. Terence, on the 


other hand, leaned against the porch railing with one hip 
and acted like he didn’t have a care in the world. 


“Perrin has accepted the role as alpha, as is his right, after 
challenging Clayton and defeating him.” Patrick crossed his 
arms and nodded to Perrin, indicating it was his turn to 
speak. 
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He’d never had to speak in front of a group before, but both 
Kontra and Terence had coached him on what was expected 
of him, especially as the alpha. “I can tell from the look ona 
few of your faces and the scents pouring off you that you’re 
not happy about this change. Well, | don’t give a fuck. Your 
aloha threatened my mate, Terence,” he said, nodding 
toward his relaxed lover, “and | responded. If you don’t like 
it, find a new pride. You don’t like the fact that my mate is a 
man? Find a new pride. You start causing problems? I'll 
make you find a new pride,” he warned gruffly. “I am your 
alpha now. | plan to have a pretty open door policy if you 
want to discuss problems or issues, but | won’t take shit, 
and that’s directed at anyone planning to cause trouble. If 
you're a bully, best if you leave now.” 


Perrin waited a couple of heartbeats, then looked over ata 
woman who he’d been told was the pride accountant. 
Evidently, a few lions owned businesses in town and, like 
those who were employed by humans, donated part of their 
earnings to a pride account. Those who didn’t work, cooked, 
cleaned, and kept the pride home and lands in good repair. 


Perrin had to admit, he liked their system. He just wanted to 
make certain everyone pulled their weight. 


“You're Crystal Michaels, right?” he asked, staring at the 
slender brunette. 
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The woman dropped her gaze in submission. 
“Yes, Alpha.” 


“Bring the pride accounts and work schedules to my office 
once we're through here,” he ordered. 


Perrin just knew the alpha would have some kind of office or 
study in the big mansion somewhere. 


After she agreed, Perrin looked over the group, gauging 
reactions to his words. “Anyone got any questions?” 


After several seconds, to his surprise, a slender man with 
light brown hair lifted his hand. 


“Alpha?” 


Perrin pegged him as young, maybe early twenties, though 
he had been warned by Kontra that age could be deceiving 
when it came to shifters. “What’s your name?” he asked. 


The guy paled under his tan. He dropped his gaze and 
replied, “Samson, Alpha.” 


“Samson, what can I answer for you?” Perrin asked. 
“What is your policy on mating with humans?” 


The guy managed to ask the question just loud enough to 
be heard. From the tentative way he said it, Perrin wondered 
if the man actually had someone in mind, or if he was really 
just curious. 


Perrin took a deep breath and answered. “As long as 
whoever you mate with isn’t a danger to you or shifters in 
general, you can mate with whomever you wish,” he said. 
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had bad experiences with humans, didn’t mean everyone 
would. His dinners and time spent with Haben’s human 
mate, Lou, was proof of that. 


“A danger to me?” Samson questioned. “What do you 
mean?” 


Perrin lifted a brow. “I mean, if you’re seeing someone who 
abuses you, in any fashion, | will step in.” 


“Why?” The guy cocked his head, actually seeming to be 
confused. 


Damn, just what had the policies been before? 


“You're under my protection, Samson,” Perrin explained. 
“That doesn’t just extend to pride business. Abuse is wrong, 
no matter from whom.” 


“Are you really a lion?” someone shouted from the back. 
Perrin searched the crowd, just managing to catch who was 
speaking when he continued with, “Because I’ve never seen 
or heard of a black lion before.” 


“Yes, | really am a lion,” he responded dryly. 


Perrin didn’t bother saying more. He didn’t know why he 
was black, he just knew he was. “If there’s nothing else?” 
No one spoke up. “Very well, everyone may go back to their 
duties.” He turned to Patrick. “I’m ready for a tour.” 


“Yes, Aloha,” Patrick responded immediately. 


Patrick led the way into the house, Terence and Carlton 
falling into step behind him. Perrin knew it was as mucha 
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guard. He figured there would be plenty of gossiping going 
on out there, and he was grateful Grimes had stayed behind 
to monitor things. 


Perrin made a mental note to ask the enforcer about any 
comments that might show signs of problem shifters. 


The mansion was huge, but with almost two dozen people 
living there, that was to be expected. 


Patrick explained there was a wing for mated shifters, 
although only two couples were truly mated. Two other 
couples just happened to choose to be together because 
they wanted cubs. 


There was also a wing for single males, single females, and 
a wing for the alpha, beta, and enforcers. It was near the 
entrance of that wing the tour finished. Patrick pointed to 
several doors, letting him know which rooms were whose. 
He and Terence were told they were welcome to remodel 
the alpha’s suite if they wished. 


Perrin had been impressed by the size of the kitchen, dining 
room, and recreation room. He’d never played pool, but he 
looked forward to learning. Terence had promised to teach 
him. 


He looked around the study, taking in the dark oak furniture 
and comfortable leather chairs and sofas. Bookshelves 
covered one short wall, but only a couple of the shelves 
actually held books. 


The other shelves were filled with little stands holding balls 
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well as colorful pieces of cardboard with people’s pictures 
on them, some mounted on nicely finished pieces of wood, 
some not. 


Intrigued, Perrin walked over to a shelf and picked up a ball. 
Terence appeared at his side. 


“This is an impressive collection of baseball memorabilia,” 
his mate said. Terence smiled at Perrin and added, “Baseball 
is a sport that humans enjoy playing. l'Il explain it later,” he 
promised. 


“Clayton was a bit of a fanatic. Now that he’s passed with no 
heirs, | wasn’t sure what to do with it,” Patrick said. 


Perrin turned to find him standing a few feet behind him, 
arms crossed over his chest, and his gaze sweeping the 
Shelves. “No heirs, huh? No girlfriend or anyone who'd be 
interested in this?” 


“No, Alpha. Clayton was a paranoid alpha, since there are a 
couple of shifters in our group that, if they challenged him, 
might have won,” 


Carlton commented. 
“Then how come no one did?” Terence asked. 
Perrin had to admit, he was curious about the same thing. 


Patrick shrugged. “He might have been paranoid, but he 
was a good alpha. His decisions for keeping the pride safe 
were sound.” 


A knock at the door had Perrin returning the ball to its stand. 
He turned and found Crystal waiting for permission to enter. 
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plenty of time to figure out what to do with Clayton’s 
collection, Perrin headed toward the big desk and motioned 
Crystal forward. The fact that no one would do anything 
around here unless he gave permission was definitely 
something he’d have to get used to. 


After giving him a submissive nod, Crystal placed two 
binders and several file folders on the desk. “This is the 
information you requested, Alpha,” she said softly. “Would 
you like me to go over it with you? Or would you like a 
chance to look it over on your own first?” 


The offer pleased Perrin. It seemed Crystal had more will 
than he'd initially given her credit for. 


“I'd appreciate it if you explained the layout of your tracking 
system to me and Terence first, then we'll review the rest of 
it later,” he said. 


“Of course,” Crystal said, smiling. 


From her scent, it seemed as though the woman was 
pleased he didn’t simply dismiss her out of hand. Perrin 
glanced at Terence and his mate gave him a discreet nod of 
encouragement. 


Once everyone took their seats, Crystal started explaining 
the information before them. There were files indicating who 
had jobs, what they were, what their average wages were, 
and what they donated to the pride. There was a file for 
businesses owned by pride members with similar 
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when people missed donations or gave extra. The second 
binder listed the household chores, who did what, and how 
often tasks were rotated. 


Perrin was impressed with the thoroughness of the 
information, and praised her accordingly. He knew with his 
lack of education, he’d never have been able to set this kind 
of thing up. Perrin wondered if he or Terence would even 
have suggestions to improve the system, but from his 
lover’s interested, yet relaxed, perusal of everything, he 
didn’t seem too worried. 


Terence caught his attention and winked. 
Leaning close, he murmured, “If it’s not broke, don’t fix it.” 
Chuckling, Perrin nodded. “It’s a good system.” 


Another knock on the door caught everyone's attention, 
making them turn to the open doorway. 


Grimes stood there, waiting for permission to enter. Perrin 
waved him forward. 


“Alpha, a situation has come up that needs your immediate 
attention,” the enforcer stated without preamble. 


Perrin’s brows shot up. “Already? That was fast.” He tried for 
levity, but Grimes’s grimace told him of the seriousness of 
whatever the situation was. He turned to Crystal and said, 
“Thank you for explaining these. l'Il give you a shout if | 
need clarification on anything.” 


Nodding, Crystal rose and left. 
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Once the door was shut behind her, Perrin turned to Grimes. 
“What is it?” 


The shifter took a deep breath, let it out, and blurted, 
“You've been challenged.” 


“By who?” Terence asked coldly. 


“There have actually been three,” Grimes admitted, 
grimacing. “Toby and Malachi are members of our pride. 
There’s also been an outside challenge. A shifter named 
Valarius.” 
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Chapter Eight 


amn, | was hoping we’d shut down the “D rumors that we 
were without an alpha fast enough to avoid outside 
challenges,” Patrick muttered. 


Just because Terence understood why his mate was being 
challenged, didn’t mean he had to like it. Unfortunately, 
they’d both known it was a possibility. “What can you tell us 
about these shifters?” Terence asked, wanting his mate to 
have the best chance for success possible. 


“About Valarius, nothing,” Patrick replied. 


“But Toby and Malachi are both shifters that could have 
given Clayton a run for his money if they’d ever challenged 
him. Their lions are both a bit bigger than Clayton’s was. 
Toby was in the military, so has some training. Malachi 
wasn’t, but he is a cop in town.” 


“Malachi wouldn’t be the detective who didn’t want to 
question Vivian about the disappearance of Lou’s son, 
Damon, would he?” Terence asked, 77 
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irritation filling his tone. 


Terence knew Patrick was aware that Vivian was Damon’s 
mother, and that she’d given up all rights to Damon to his 
human father, Jay. Once Damon had shifted, she’d tried to 
get those rights back. By that time, Jay was deceased and 
Lou had adopted Damon. Lou had asked for help from 
Haben’s old buddy, Wes, which is how Haben and Terence 
had ended up in town. Vivian's claim didn’t have a leg to 
stand on, and Wes had told her so in legalese. At least, by 
coming into town, Haben had found his mate in Lou. 


When Vivian realized she had no grounds for getting 
custody, she’d resorted to kidnapping. 


She’d convinced another shifter, who’d been one of 
Damon’s teachers, to steal him from a restaurant parking 
lot. Haben and Lou had spoken to two detectives about the 
kidnapping, but Terence couldn’t remember their names. 


Fortunately, they’d been able to locate Damon on their own 
and hadn’t actually needed the belligerent detective’s help. 
Terence remembered the guy had been a bit of an ass. 


Patrick shook his head. “No. That was Detective McCoy. He’s 
kind of an ass, but he knows Malachi, though not about 
shifters.” The beta frowned. “At least, not that | know of.” 


Terence bit back a laugh when Patrick’s words mirrored his 
own thoughts so closely. 
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“Well, either way, we need to deal with these two,” Perrin 
said, rising from his seat behind the desk. “Is Valarius here? 
I'd rather get this all out of the way at once,” he said, 
growling in obvious irritation. 


“Are you sure?” Terence asked. “Shifter law offers up to 
twenty-four hours between challenges for healing.” 


Perrin pulled Terence into his arms. He didn’t fight his mate, 
settling his hands on Perrin’s broad chest. “Baby,” Perrin 
murmured, “after everything those scientists threw at me, 
taking out a few shifters will be kids play,” he reassured his 
lover before pressing a quick kiss to his lips. 


“Don’t underestimate them,” Terence pleaded. 


“I know you can win, but | don’t want you injured in the 
process.” He grinned wickedly at his mate. 


“| have plans for you tonight.” 


“Uh, alpha mate, will you tell aloha about those plans later, 
please?” Patrick said, clearly uncomfortable. 


Terence couldn’t help but laugh. He slapped the beta on the 
shoulder and said, “Sure thing, Pat. 


We wouldn’t want to make you uncomfortable.” 


“| wanted to hear it,” Grimes grumbled good-naturedly, 
grinning. 


Patrick groaned. Terence wasn’t sure if it was Grimes’s 
comment, or the new nick-name he’d given him. Perrin 
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please?” 
“Sorry, Alpha,” Grimes replied immediately. 


“Valarius is still here. He’s waiting in the salon to know 
whether you’re going to accept his challenge or run.” 


Perrin growled low in his throat. “No way in hell am | 
running. | didn’t learn all this shit just to give up now.” He 
walked toward the door. “Show me where the damn salon 
is,” he ordered. 


“Yes, Alpha,” Grimes scurried to the door, opening it and 
hurrying through just before Perrin got there. 


Terence tried to hide his concern as he followed his lover. 
He’d never heard of anyone taking on three challenges in 
succession. Of course, he’d never heard of anyone being 
challenged by three people at the same time, either. 


They followed Grimes into a room off the main hall, and 
Terence spotted the man standing by the window. Terence 
swept his gaze over Valarius as he turned to face them. The 
man had dark brown hair, blue eyes, and a carefully 
trimmed goatee. 


He stood around six foot three, had broad shoulders, and 
muscles in all the right places to be considered a powerful 
shifter. Valarius’s expression was cool as he returned the 
blatant perusal. 


“I’m Perrin,” the alpha said. “You wish to challenge me?” He 
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one black brow. 

Valarious smiled, but it didn’t reach his eyes. 
“Yes.” 

“I accept,” Perrin immediately responded. 


That had Valarius lifting his chin and his eyes narrowing. “l 
must ask, shifter. You have challenges coming from men 
within your own pride. Why do you want to stay when it’s 
obvious they don’t want you to lead?” 


“Because | plan to make this my home, and I'm willing to 
work for the chance for them to get to know me,” Perrin 
replied bluntly. “The pride is worth fighting for.” 


“Well, | guess l'Il have to agree with you there,” 


Valarius said with a twist of his lips. “Are you ready to face 
me, then?” he asked, smirking. 


Perrin grinned. “Right after | put my own people in their 
place, you'll be next on my list. 


Come outside.” 
“Allow me to escort you to the fighting ring,” 


Carlton offered, lifting a hand. 


Valarius nodded. Terence watched him disappear through 
the doorway. Perrin turned to him and murmured, “Why 
would a stranger come in and challenge another?” 


“A couple of reasons,” Terence replied. “He could have been 
cast out by another pride and doesn’t think he'll be 
accepted unless he forces his way in. It’s possible he left his 
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he didn’t agree with the alpha’s policies and wants to make 
sure he doesn’t get into that situation again.” 


“If he’s alpha enough, sometimes a shifter just hates the 
idea of submitting,” Patrick pointed out. 


“Or he’s a jackass,” Grimes deadpanned. 
Terence snorted. Perrin chuckled. “Either way,” 


Perrin said. “He’s not getting my pride. Grimes, please 
round everyone up, again, including my challengers. If they 
want their shot at me, now’s the time,” he growled. “The 
sooner we lay this to rest, the sooner we can all find a 
comfortable place in the pride.” 


“Yes, Aloha,” Grimes replied instantly. He quickly strode 
from the room. 


Perrin turned to Patrick. “Take me to the circle,” he ordered. 


To Terence’s pleasure, Perrin wrapped an arm around his 
waist and pulled him close to his side. 


Terence smiled up at him, showing his mate his pleasure at 
being remembered. They walked outside, down a path 
between the trees, and arrived at a large, nearly circular 
clearing. Valarius already stood on the left edge of the 
clearing, Carlton standing next to him, keeping watch. 


Several other shifters were spread around the edge, quietly 
talking in small groups. 


He and Perrin headed to the opposite side. 
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waited for the clearing to fill with the rest of the shifters that 
made up the pride. Most of the people looked nervous. A 
couple appeared smug, strutting forward. It was easy to pick 
out who Perrin’s challengers were. 


Once Patrick nodded, letting them know everyone had 
arrived, Perrin stepped forward. 


“Who challenges me?” he asked bluntly. 


Terence knew his lover wasn’t one to beat around the bush. 
His past made him brusque, down to earth, and 
straightforward. It was easy to see his style intimidated a 
number of the shifters in the pride, but they’d get used to it 
once they realized it wasn’t personal. 


A leanly muscled blond stepped forward. “I’m Malachi. | 
challenge you for the right to lead the pride.” 


“Lam Toby Renchu,” said a slightly taller, broader, darker 
blond shifter. “I challenge you for the right to lead the 
pride,” he stated, more formally and respectfully. 


Grimes, who still stood next to Terence, muttered, “And if 
one of those douches wins, do you think they'll challenge 
each other?” 


Terence crossed his arms and murmured confidently, “They 
won't win.” 


“You have great faith in your man,” Grimes whispered. 
“I've seen the way he moves,” he replied. 
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“| accept your challenges.” Perrin’s cold tone drew Terence’s 
focus back on his lover. He gave the pair a feral grin. “TIl 
even let you guys decide who goes first.” 


Malachi stepped forward confidently. He ran a hand through 
his blond hair, then started undressing. Perrin pulled his 
Shirt over his head and tossed it to Terence. Terence 
grabbed it and shook his head. “You know | hate having 
everyone see that fine ass of yours,” he teased, trying to 
express his faith in his mate with his words. “Get this done 
fast so you can cover your sexy ass back up.” 


Perrin chuckled as he toed off his sneakers and stripped his 
jeans. His eyes twinkled as he handed Terence his denims. 
As Terence reached for them, Perrin cupped his neck and 


pulled him in for a quick kiss. When he broke away, he said, 
“PIL make this fast.” 


A lion behind them roared a challenge. Perrin turned to face 
Malachi and grinned. Seconds later, Perrin’s large human 
form changed. His muscles contorted, his bones cracked, 
and his tendons popped. Perrin’s dark skin rippled, black fur 
grew and a tufted tail sprouted. It took only about fifteen 
seconds for Perrin to change from man to beast, garnering a 
number of shocked gasps at the speed, or maybe it was 
because of Perrin’s appearance. 
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Perrin shook out his fur, settling the ebony strands into 
place, then roared an answer to the other guy’s challenge. 
Malachi’s lion was actually similar in height to Perrin’s, but 
not nearly as broad. Waiting, showing off his patience, 
Perrin’s body tensed slightly with anticipation. 


Terence had no idea what Malachi’s age was, but as the 
challenger leaped forward, it became obvious he didn’t have 
the fighting experience Perrin did. Perrin slunk sideways, 
then swiped out a big paw as Malachi flew past. It wasn’t a 
clean strike, but it still caused the tawny lion to stumble. 


Perrin pressed his advantage, leaping onto Malachi’s back. 
He wrapped his big paws around Malachi’s shoulders and 
boar him to the ground. 


Seconds later, Perrin’s massive jaws closed around the other 
shifter's throat tightly, dangerously near to crushing his 


wind-pipe. 


It suddenly occurred to Terence that he couldn’t remember 
telling his lover that these fights were often to submission, 
not death. Relief flooded him when, after Malachi’s body 
went limp, Perrin growled low and released him. 


The alpha backed away slowly, watching carefully as 
Malachi climbed to his feet and slunk back to the side. Perrin 
roared, staring right at Toby, the challenge clear. Toby 
whipped his shirt over his head, kicked off his shoes, and 
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out of his slacks. Seconds later, Toby shifted. 


This man’s lion wasn’t as tall as Perrin’s, but he was almost 
as broad. His main was dark, like his hair had been, and his 
fur was lighter. Terence prayed Perrin remembered that this 
guy was the one in the military, so had fighting training and 
experience. It became apparent seconds later when Toby 
didn’t attack first, but instead slowly circled Perrin, studying 
the way he moved and gauging his strengths and 
weaknesses. 


Perrin watched him, obviously doing the same. 


Toby feigned left. Perrin danced backward, not taking the 
bait. When Toby feigned right, Perrin leaped straight 
forward. Toby managed to swing sideways, but Perrin still 
connected the claws of one paw to the other shifter’s side. 
Instead of trying to get away and regrouping, Toby twisted 
sideways then launched himself toward Perrin again. 


Terence’s heartbeat sped up, and he had to clench his fists 
and lock his knees to keep from moving. He so desperately 
wanted to help his mate, but Terence knew it wasn’t his 
place. 


Terence wasn’t an alpha, and he knew it. 


Perrin dropped to his haunches and rolled sideways, striking 
out with his hind paws as he moved. His claws raked across 
his attackers belly as Toby flew overhead, unable to twist 
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the ground. By the time Toby had swung around to face the 
alpha, Perrin had regained his feet and was ready. 


Toby snarled. Perrin chuffed. 


Terence realized his lover was actually enjoying himself. 
Perrin considered this fun. There was no other explanation 
for a playful roll like that followed by a laugh. His lover was 
toying with Toby. 


Evidently, Toby realized it, too. He froze where he stood and 
stared at Perrin for several long seconds, his tail lashing 
back and forth behind him. Finally, he growled low, sounding 
somewhat irritated, then lowered himself to the ground and 
rolled to his back, exposing his belly. 


Terence’s brows shot up. “Holy shit!” 


“Toby just submitted,” Grimes whispered, shocked. 


Perrin prowled slowly forward, his head low, his ears back in 
warning, just in case it was a trick. 


But Toby didn’t move, even when Perrin wrapped his jaws 
around his throat and growled. 


Toby shifted, becoming human beneath the lion. As soon as 
the man could speak, he whispered, “You are alpha. Please, 
forgive me.” 


After another ten seconds, Perrin released him, stepped 
back, and shifted. Crouched on one knee, his elbow on his 
leg, Perrin nodded. “Forgiven.” 
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naked man scrambled to his feet and hurried to his clothes. 
He pulled them on, protecting his skin from the chilly 
evening air. 


Perrin slowly stood and faced Valarius. “You still think you 
want a piece of me?” Perrin snarled, his eyes narrowed. 
“Now’s your chance.” 


If the whispers were anything to judge by, Terence knew he 
wasn’t the only one shocked when Valarius took a step 
forward, then dropped to one knee and bowed his head. 
“You are a worthy lion to submit to,” Valarius said, his voice 
clear and firm. “Please, give me the opportunity to join your 
pride and prove my own worth.” 


For a long moment, Terence thought his lover would refuse 
the shifter. Then Perrin moved, striding toward his would-be 
challenger. He rested a hand on the back of Valarius’s neck. 


“Three month probation. Prove your worth, shifter. Don’t 
create problems or compromise the safety of my pride. We'll 
talk again after ninety days.” 


“Thank you, Alpha,” Valarius immediately replied. 


Releasing him, Perrin turned and stalked toward Terence. His 
cock hardened instantly in his jeans at the feral heat lighting 
Perrin’s eyes. 


Terence gave his lover a come-hither smirk and held his 
ground. 
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his chest. As soon as he was close enough, Perrin snapped 
out a hand, grabbed Terence’s head, and hauled him in for a 
fierce kiss. Perrin didn’t ask permission, he just took, sinking 
his tongue in deep and taking possession of Terence’s 
mouth. 


Terence moaned, loving every feral second of it. 


Seconds later, Terence was released only to be picked up 
and tossed over Perrin’s shoulder. He couldn’t stop the 
Surprised gasp at the move or the grunt when his stomach 
hit his lover’s broad shoulder. Terence knew he wasn’t a 
small guy, so the fact that Perrin could man-handle him this 


way turned him the fuck on. His cock jerked in his jeans, 
leaking pre-cum, and he moaned. 


Perrin slapped his hand down on Terence’s ass and kept it 
there. He headed back toward the mansion, calling over his 
shoulder, “Grimes, find Val a room. We're done here.” 
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Chapter Nine 


errin didn’t know what had come over him, P but he needed 
his mate... now! He knew his dick jutted obscenely from his 
groin, and it took everything in Perrin not to just strip 
Terence down right there and sink his cock into his lover’s 
tight channel. 


Knowing no one but himself, and maybe Terence, would 
appreciate that display of to the victor go the spoils, Perrin 
managed to get his brain to function, if just a little. After 
shouting one final order, which he hoped was about finding 
Valarius a room, Perrin jogged toward the house. 


Once he felt reasonably certain he was out of earshot of the 
others, he growled out, “I am going to sink my cock so far 
up your ass, Terence. Fuck, I’ve never been so horny. You're 
mine!” he snarled. 


Perrin wasn’t sure from where this dominant aggression 
stemmed, but evidently, if Terence’s moan was anything to 
go by, his mate liked it. 


“Yours, Perrin,” Terence replied breathily. “You're 90 
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so fucking hot when you defend your pride. 
Wanna feel you for a week.” 


“Yeah,” Perrin snarled. It was nice to know that his mate 
found him so attractive as a lion, but right then, what was 
even nicer, was the view of the house through the trees. 


He banged through the back door, practically running to the 
stairs leading to the wing where he knew their bedroom was 
located. Perrin knew his and Terence’s meager belongings 
had been placed in the master bedroom, and he wanted to 
get to the lube as quickly as possible. 


Relief flooded him when he shoved open the master suite’s 
door, strode across the sitting room and into the bedroom 
proper and spotted their luggage on the floor near the bed. 
He absently noted the faint scent of another hung in the air, 
reminding him of whose room it used to belong. 


A strong desire to erase that scent and replace it with his 
and Terence’s had him slowing down slightly. Perrin laid 
Terence on the bed, pleased to smell only fresh linens, 
telling him the mattress and sheets were new. 


“Strip,” he ordered gruffly. Perrin turned to his bag and 
found the tube of lube. Upon turning his attention back to 
his bed, he nearly swallowed his tongue. 


Terence had followed his orders and lay naked on the 
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hips and had splayed his legs wide, displaying his winking 
hole. One hand was thrown above his head, gripping a 
round spindle of the headboard. 


With his other hand, Terence slowly worked his swollen, red 
cock. Perrin watched in fascination as Terence swiped a 
thumb over the purplish cap and worked the pre-cum oozing 
from the slit around his head. 


Licking his lips, Perrin growled low in his throat and crawled 
onto the bed between his lover’s legs. He moved closer and, 
smirking, reached up and removed Terence’s hand from his 
Shaft. Terence whimpered, but didn’t fight him, letting Perrin 
move his arm above his head to match the other. 


“Grab the headboard,” Perrin ordered. 
Terence instantly obeyed, and Perrin purred his satisfaction. 


He stared down at his lover, spread out and waiting for him. 
Smoothing his hand down Terence’s shoulders, to his chest, 
Perrin paused to flick his lover’s tightly beaded nipples. 
Terence’s body arched into his touch, begging for more. 


Terence moaned, his eyelids drooping to half-mast, his 
breath already coming in pants. 


Perrin settled on his haunches, his thighs pressed against 
Terence’s ass. Perrin felt a shudder go through him as his 
sensitive cock lay against his lover’s, their testicles pressed 
together. 
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Putting his hands on Terence’s hips, Perrin looked his fill, 
enjoying the lean, muscular lines. 


When his gaze dropped to where their shafts rested 
together, Perrin smiled in feral delight. 


Raising a hand, he traced over first Terence’s dick, then his 
own, loving the contrast of his dark erection against 
Terence’s red, blood-engorged cock. 


Terence’s whimper and whole body shudder drew Perrin’s 
attention back to his mate’s face. His mouth was open as he 
gasped for breath. The look of need and pleasure and lust 
made Perrin’s balls tighten and a bead of pre-cum oozed 
from his slit. 


Holding Terence’s gaze, Perrin grabbed the lube and poured 
a generous dollop on several fingers. He dropped the tube 
and returned that hand to Terence’s hip. Keeping him 
steady, he lowered the lubed fingers to Terence’s opening. 


As Perrin pressed two fingers inside, he watched pleasure 
blossom over Terence’s features. 


“Yesss,” Perrin hissed. 


His mate’s silky hot channel seemed to suck his fingers in 
deeper. He held his fingers still until Terence moaned and 
twitched beneath him. 


Leaning down, Perrin kissed, sucked, and nipped first one of 
Terence’s nipples, then the other, as he quickly stretched his 
mate. 


Terence jerked each time Perrin rubbed the pad of a finger 
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using a pattern, keeping his mate on edge, anticipating that 
next spike of pleasure. When Perrin felt certain Terence was 
ready, he pulled his fingers out, lined up his throbbing dick, 
and sank into his mate. 


The long low moan pouring from Terence’s mouth matched 
the growl of pleasure rumbling through Perrin. Once buried 
balls deep, Perrin froze. He tucked his face in the crook of 
Terence’s neck and shuddered, struggling to hold on. 


Terence’s heat wrapped around his shaft felt so good, so 
right. It was a feeling he never wanted to live without. 
Lifting his head, Perrin stared down at Terence possessively. 
“Mine,” he snarled. 


“Yours,” Terence immediately responded. 


The look of utter adoration in his mate’s eyes sent warmth 
cascading through his body that had nothing to do with lust 
and everything to do with love and contentment. Perrin 
smiled, the frantic need to dominate his lover easing. 
“Mine,” he whispered. 


Terence smiled. He reached up and cupped Perrin’s face. 
“Yours. Always.” 


Unable to stay still a second longer, Perrin pulled his cock 
out and drove it back in. Terence arched underneath him, 
shouting his pleasure. 


Perrin latched onto his lover’s mouth, drinking the sounds 
down like they were the finest wine. He reached between 
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leaking shaft, stroking him in rhythm with his thrusts. 


Terence’s hands came down on his shoulders, clutching 
tightly. He wrapped his legs high around Perrin’s hips, 
opening himself wider, and letting him go just a little bit 
deeper. Perrin nailed Terence’s prostate with each stroke. 
Within half a dozen thrusts, his lover threw his head back 
and roared. 


Terence’s shaft swelled and pulsed, spraying cum, coating 
both their stomachs and chests with the fragrant fluid. 


His lover’s ass clenched down on Perrin’s dick, holding him, 
massaging him with each pulse. 


Perrin couldn’t hold on and didn’t want to. His orgasm 
washed over him with nearly painful intensity. White spots 
danced behind his eyes. His cock flooded his lover with his 
semen, marking him intimately. Perrin collapsed on his 
mate, letting the pings of pleasure wash away any 
remaining stress, any remaining doubt about the direction 
of his life. Sure, getting in the swing of leading a pride and 
gaining their trust would take time, but this was where he 
was meant to be. With this man, in his arms, holding him 
close and keeping him safe. 


Smiling, Perrin pressed a kiss to Terence’s neck. 


“Thank you,” he whispered. 
Terence turned his head, a warm, sated look in 95 
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his brown eyes as he gazed at Perrin. “For what?” 
he murmured. 


“For giving me a life.” 
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